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5; His pow'rful strokes presiding Truth confess d, 
; And unresisted Passion storm'd the breast. 
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OBSERVATIONS 


on THE Fable ann Composition or ; 
THE TEMPEST. 


ev 4s ay 
©, 05 


TAE Tempest and The Midsummer-Nighit's Dream, are the 
noblest efforts of that sublime and amazing imagination 
peculiar to Shakspere, Which soars above the bounds of 
nature without forsaking sense; or, more properly, carries 
nature along with him beyond her established limits. 
Fletcher seems particularly to have admired these two plays, 
and hath wrote two in imitation of them, The Sea Voyage, 


and The Faithful Shepherdess, After him, Sir John Suckling 


and Milton catched the brightest fire of their imagination 

from these two plays; which shines fantastically indeed, 

in The Goblins, but much more nobly and serenely in The 

Mas at Ludlow-Castle, ' _ WaRBURTON, 

No one has been hitherto lucky enough to discover the 

romance on which Shakspere may be supposed to have 
founded this play, the beauties of which could not secure 

it from the criticism of Ben Jonson, whose malignity ap- 

pears to have been more than equal to his wit. In the 
Induction to Bartholemew Farr, he says: If there be never 

— a4 servant monster in the fair, who can help it, nor a nest 
rand. of antiques? He is loth to make nature afraid in his plays, 
—— (like those that beget Tales, Tempests, and such like 
„ drolleries.” STEEVENS, 
It is observed of The Tempest, that its plan is regular; 
this, the author of the Revisal thinks, which I think too, an 
- accidental effect of the story, not intended or regarded by 
our author. But whatever might be Shakspere's intention in 
forming or adopting the plot, he hath made it instrumental 
to the production of many characters diversified with bound- 
less invention, and preserved with profound skill in nature, 
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extensive knowledge of opinions, and accurate observation 
of life. In a single drama are here exhibited princes, 
courtiers, and sailors, all speaking in their real characters, | 
Here is the agency of airy spirits, and of an earthly goblin, 
The operations of magick, the tumults of a storm, the ad. 
ventures of a desart island, the native effusion of untaught 


Wi 
affection, the punishment of guilt, and the final happiness of 
the pair for whom our passions and reason are equally 
interested. 12055 1 JOHNSON. 
Dramatis Personae: On 
MEN, ; 4 
Aronzo, King of Naples. | | 
SEBASTIAN, hits Brother, 1 
Pos ERO, the rightful Duke of Milan, | B | 
ANTHon10, his Brother, the usurping Duke of Milan. 7 
FERDINAND, Son to the King of Naples. = 
GonzaLto, an honest old Counsellor of Naples. 1 
Feen, Lords 5 yar 
RANCISCO, g 


CALIBAN, a Savage and deformed Slave. 
TxrincuLo, a Jester. 

STErHANno, a drunken Butler. | 
Master of a Ship, Boatswain, and Mariners, 


— as 2 
jr germs — 


— — 
. 


* — 15 — — — 8 


| 7 ' hea 

| WOMEN. 4 

| the 
1 Mix AxDA, Daughter to Prospero. 2 7 
ö * an airy Spirit. 2 x 
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| Ju NO, Sbirits. 2 

Reapers, 3 11.7 ” 


Other Spirits attending on Prospero. 
SCENE, the Sea, with a Ship; afterwards an uninhabited Island. 
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824 J. SCENE I. 


. a Ship at Sea, 
and Lightning heard, Enter a Ship-Master and 


- &@& Boatswaain, 


Master. 
Boarswarx,— 
Boats, Here, master: What cheer? 
Mast. Good: speak to the mariners: fall to? 


| wins or we run ourselves aground : bestir, bestir. 


| Exit, 


Enter Mariners, 


Fe Heigh, my hearts; cheerly, cheerly, my 
Ears; yare, yare: Take in the top-sail: tend to 
the master's whistle;—blow, tall thou burst thy wind, 
if room enough! 


Enter A. 0x50, SEBASTIAN, Ar Fk R- 
| DINAND, GONZALO, and others, 


Alon, Good boatswain, have care, .Where's the 
muster ? Play the men. 10 


A ij Boats, 


Ad 122 


A tempestuous Note of Thunder 
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1 TEM EST. . 


Boats. I pray now, keep below. 

Ant. Where is the master, Boatswain ? 

Boats. Do you not hear him? You mar our labour; 
REP your cabins: you do assist the Storm. 

Gon. Nay, good be patient. 

Boats, When the sea is. Hence! What care these 
roarers for the name of king? To cabin; silence: 
trouble us not. 


Gon, Good; yet remember whom thou hast 


aboard. 
Boats. None that I more love than myself, You 


are a counsellor; if you can command these elements 


to silence, and work the peace of the present, we will 
not handle a rope more; use your authority, If you 


cannot, give thanks you have liv'd so long, and make ö 
yourself ready 1 in your cabin for the mischance of the 


hour, if it so hap, — Cheerly, good hearts Out of our 


way,. ] say. Exit. 


Gon, I have great comfort from this fellow : me- 


thinks, he hath no drowning mark upon him; his 


complexion is perfect gallows. Stand fast, good fate, 
to his hanging; make the my of his destiny our 


cable, for our own doth little a vantage: If he be not 


born to be hang' d, our case is miserable. 


[ Exeunt,| 


Re-enter Boatswain. 


Boats. Down with the top-mast; yare, lower, lower; : 
bring her to try with main course. A cry within þ 
A plague upon this howling |! they are louder than the 


weather or our office. 7 


Re. enter] 
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bour: 
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Act J. 


and drown? Have you a mind to Sink ? 


off to sea again, lay her « 
of the 


of our 


Re-enter SEBASTIAN, ANTHONIO andGONZALO, 


Yet again? What do you here? Shall we give o'er, 
40 
Seb. A pox o your throat! you bawling, blasphe- 


mous, uncharitable dog! 


Boats. Work you then. 
Ant. Hang, cur, hang! you whoreson, insolent 


noisemaker! we are less afraid to be drown'd, than 
thou art. 


Gon, I'll 3 him from drowning; though the 


sbip were no stronger than a nut-shell, as and OY as 
an unstaunch'd wench. 


Boats. Lay her a-hold, a-hold; set her two courses; 
5 1 


Enter Mariners wet. 


Mar. All lost! to prayers, to prayers! all lost! 
Exeunt. 
Boats, What, must our mouths be cold ? 
Gon, The king and prince at pes: let us assist 
them, 
For our case is as theirs. 
Seb. I am out of patience. 
Ant. We're merely cheated of our lives by drunk- 
Al,. 
This wide-chopp'd rasca!; — Would; thou might” st he 
drowning, 
The washing of ten tides! 
Gon, He'll be hang'd yet; 
Though 
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8 TEMPEST. Act J. 4 


Though every drop of water swear against it, It 
And gape at wid'st to glut him. 11 
A confused noise within, | Mercy on us! — | 

e split, we split!—Farewell my wife and chil- N 
dren!— Farewell, brother! —We split, we split, we T. 

split! — | 

Ant, Let's all sink with the king. [ EX, 

Seb, Let's take leave of him. | Exit, 

Conz. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of sea 
for an acre of barren ground; long heath, brown 
furze, any thing: The wills above be done, but 1 
would fain die a dry death! " Ext, 
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5 The enchanted Island: before the Cell of PR OST ERO. 


Enter PROSPERO and MIRANDA. 
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Mira. If by your art, my dearest father, you have 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them: 
The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch, 
But that the sea, mounting to the welkin's cheek, 
Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffer'd | 
With those that I saw suffer! a brave vessel, 
Who had, no doubt, some noble creatures in her, 
_ Dash'd all to pieces. O, the cry did knock 
Against my very heart! Poor souls! they perish'd. 
Had I been any god of power, I Would 81 
Have sunk the sea within the earth, or ere 
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And thy no greater father. 


* 


should inform thee further. Lend thy hand, 


For thou must now know further, 


Act 1. TEMPEST. _ 9 


It should the good ship so have swallow'd, and 
The freighting souls within her. 

Pro. Be collected; 

No more amazement: tell your piteous heart, 
There's no harm done. 

Mira. O woe the day! 

Pro. No harm. | | 
1 have done nothing but in care of thee, 90 
{Of thee, my dear one! thee, my daughter!) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am; nor that L am more better 
Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell, 


Mira. More to know 
Did never meddle with my thoughts. 


Pro. Tis time, 


And pluck my magic garment from Dh Ws 100 
[ Lays down has mantle, 

Lye there my art. Wipe thou mine eyes; have com- 
fort. 

The direful spectacle of the 8 which touch'd 

The very virtue of compassion in thee, 

T have with such provision in mine art 

So safely order'd, that there is no soul— 

No, not $0 auch perdition as an hair, 

Betide to any creature in the vessel | 

Which thou heard'st cry, which thou saw'st sink. 
Sit down; 
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10 TEMPEST, | Act J. 


Mira. You have often 
Begun to tell me what I am; but stopp'd, 
And left me to a bootless 1 inquisition; : 
Concluding, Stay, not yet— 
Pro. The hour's now come; 
The very minute bids thee ope thine car; 
Obey, and be attentive, Canst thou remeber: 
A time before we came unto this cell ? 
I do not think thou canst; for then thou wast not 
Out three years old, | | 
Mira. Certainly, sir, I can. 120 
Pro. By what? by any other house, or person ? 
Of any thing the image tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance, 
Mira. Tis far off; 
And rather like a dream, than an assurance 
That my remembrance warrants: Had I not 
Four or five women once, that tended me? 


Pro. Thou had'st, and more, Miranda: But how 


is it, 
That this lives in thy mind? What see'st thou clic 
In the dark back-ward and abysm of time? 1 30 


If thou remember'st aught, ere thou cam'st here; 
How thou cam'st here, thou may'st. 
Mira. But that J do not. 
Pro, Twelve years since, Miranda, twelve years 
since, 
Thy father was the duke of Milan, and 
A prince of power. 
Mira. Sir, are e not you my father? 


Pro. 


1 


SS en re 


ct J. 


120 
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1 pray thee, mark me, — that a brother should 
Be so perfidious!—he whom, next thyself, 
Of all the world I lov'd, and to him put 
The manage of my state; as, at that time, 

Through all the signiories it was the first, 
And Prospero the prime duke; being so reputed 
In dignity, and for the liberal arts, 

Without a parallel; those being all my study, 
The government I cast upon my brother, 160 
And to my state grew stranger, being transported, 
And wrapp'd in secret studies. Thy false uncle 

Dost thou attend me ? | | 


Ho to deny them; whom to advance, and whom 


Pro, I 


Act . TEMPEST. 11 


Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She said thou wast my daughter; and thy father 


Was duke of Milan; thou his only heir 140 


And princess, no worse issu'd. 


Mira. O the heavens! 
What foul play had we, that we came from thence? 


Or bless'd was't we did? 


Pro. Both, both, my girl: 


By foul play, as thou say'st, were we heav'd thence; 


But blessedly holp hither. 


Mira. O, my heart bleeds 


To think o' the teen that I have turn'd you to, 
Which is from my remembrance; Please you fur- 


ther. | 


IG 150 
Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, called Anthoni 


Mira. Sir, most heedfully. 


Pro. Being once perfected how to grant suits, 
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The creatures that were mine, I say, or chang'd em. 


The ivy, which had hid my princely trunk, 


12 TEMPEST». Act J. 


To trash for over-topping ; new created 


Or else new form'd em: having both the key 
Of officer and office, set all hearts i' the state 170 
To what tune pleas'd his ear; that now he was 


And suck'd my verdure out on te Thin attend's 
Dot. 
Mira. O good sir, I do. 
e, pray thee, mark me. 
I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicated 
To closeness, and the bettering of my mind 
With that, which, but by being so retired, 
O'er-priz'd all popular rate, 1n my false a 


S 


” 28 6. 5 
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Awak'd an evil nature: and my trust, 180 


Like a good parent, did beget of him 

A falsehood, in its contrary as great 

As my trust was; which had, indeed, no limit, 
A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded, 
Not only with what my revenue yielded, | 
By what my power might else exact, —like one, 


Who having unto truth, by telling of it, 


Made such a sinner of bis memo 
To credit his own lie, —he did Lore 


He was indeed, the duke; out of the substitution, 
And executing the outward face of royalty, 191. 
With all prerogative :—Hence his ambition grov- 5 


Ing,— 
Dost thou hear ? 
Mira. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness, 


Pro. 


{ct J. 


em, 


170 


tend's 


Act J. TEMPEST. 18 


Pro. To have no screen between this part he play d 


And him he play'd it for, he needs will be 
Absolute Milan: Me, poor man! my library 


Was dukedom large enough; of temporal royalties 
He thinks me now incapable: confederates, 


So dry he was for sway, with the king of Naples 200 


To give him annual tribute, do him homage ; 


Subject his coronet to his crown, and bend 


he F yet unbow'd (alas, poor Milan!) 


; To most ignoble stooping. 


N, 


Mira. O the heavens! 


Pro. * his condition, and the event; then tell 


If this W 6 be a brother? 

180 

Jo think but nobly of my grandmother ; 8 
Good wombs have borne bad sons. "0 


Mira. I should sin 


Pro. Now the condition. 


This king of Naples, being an enemy 

To me inveterate, hearkens my brother's suit; 
Which was, that he in lieu o the premises, — 

Of homage, and I know not how much tribute, — 
Should presently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the dukedom; and confer fair Milan, 
With all the een on my brother: Whereon, 


191 A treacherous army levy'd, one midnight 


8 TOW- 


Fated to the purpose, did Anthonio open 220 
The gates of Milan; and, i'the dead of darkness, 
The ministers for the purpose hurried thence 
** and thy crying self. 

Mira. 


8 14 nnr Act l | 


Mira. Alack, for pity! 
I not remembering how 1 cry'd out then, 
Will cry it o'er again; it is a hint, 
That wrings mine eyes to't. 
Pro. Hear a little further, | 
And then T'll bring thee to the present business 


Which now's upon us; without the which, this story 
a 231 


Were most impertinent. 

Mira, Wherefore did they not 
That hour destroy us 7 

Pro. Well demanded, wench; 


My tale provokes that question. "Dear, they durst not; 


(So the dear love my people bore me) nor set 
A mark $0 bloody on the business; but 
With colours fairer painted their foul ends. 
In few, they lnrried us aboard a bark; 
| Bore us some leagues to sea; where they prepar 'd 
A rotten carcase of a boat, not rigg'd, 
Nor tackle, sail, nor mast; the very rats 
Instinctively had quit it: there they hoist us 
To cry to the sea that roar'd to us; to sigh 
To the winds, whose pity, sighing back again, 
Did us but loving wron 

Mira. Alack! what Wolle 
Was I then to you! 

Pro. O! a cherubim 


24 


Thou wast, that did preserve me! Thou didst smile 


Infused with a fortitude from heaven, 
When I have deck'd the sea with drops full salt; 
.Ynger my burden groan'd; which rais'd in me 


251 


An | 


Act 1. TEMPEST. ä 


story 
231 


t ot; 


2410 | 

Here in this island we arriv'd; and here 270 
Have I thy school-master, n thee more profit 

Than other princes can, that have more time 

For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful. 


An undergoing stomach to bear up 
Against what should ensue. 


Mira. How came we ashore? 
Pro, By providence divine. 


Some food we had, and some fresh water, that 

A noble Neapolitan, Gonzalo, 

Out of his charity, who being then appointed 260 
Master of this design, did give us; with 

Kich garments, linens, stuffs, and necessaries, 

1 Which since have steaded much: so, of his * 


ness, 


Ren I lov'd my books, he furnish'd me, 
From my own library, with volumes that 5 
| 1 priz d above my dukedom. 


Mira. Would J might 


But ever see that man! 


Pro. Now, I arise. | 
Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. 


Mira. Heavens thank you for't!— And now, L prey 


YOu, sir, 


(G For still *tis beating in my ER your reason 
For raising this sea-storm ? 


Pro. Know, thus far forth. — 


By accident most strange, bountiful fortune, 
Now my dear Lady, hath mine enemies 280 


Brought to this shore; and by my prescience 
| B ij | 2 
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16 TEMPEST. 440 1. 


I find my zenith doth depend upon 

A most auspicious star; whose influence 

If now I court not, but onut, my fortunes 

Will ever after droop.—Here cease more questions; 
Thou art inclin'd to sleep; 'tis a good dulness, 

And give it way:—1I know thou can'st not choose— 


[ M1RANDA Sleeps, 


Come away, servant, come: I am ready now; 


Approach, my Ariel, come! 


Enter ARIEL. 


Ari, All hail, great master! grave sir, hail! I_ 


come 290 


To answer thy best pleasure; be't to fly, 

To swim, to drive into the fire, to ride 

On the curl'd clouds; to thy strong bidding, task 

Ariel, and all his quality. | 
Pro. Hast thou, spirit, | 

Perform'd to point the tempest that I bade thee ? 
Ari, To every article. 

I boarded the king's ship; now on the beak, 


Now in the waste, the deck, in every cabin, 


1 flam'd amazement : Sometimes, I'd divide, 300 


And burn in many places; on the top-mast, 


The yards, and bolt-sprit, would I flame distinctly, 


Then meet, and join: Jove's lightnings, the precursors | 


O' the dreadful thunder-clap, more momentary 


And s1ght-out-running were not; the fire, and cracks 


Of sulphurous roaring, the most mighty Neptune 


Seem'd þ 


{ct J. 


Act J. TEMPEST. 17 


Seem'd to besiege, and make his bold waves tremble, 


Yea, his dread trident shake, 


Pro. My brave spirit! 


Who was so firm, so constant, that this coil 310 
Would not infect his reason? | | 


Ari. Not a soul 


But felt a fever of the mad, and play'd 

Some tricks of desperation : All, but mariners, 
Plung'd in the foaming brine, a quit the vessel, 
Then all a-fire with me: the king's son, Fentiznd, 


With hair up-staring (then like reeds, not hair) 


Was the first man that leap'd ; cried, Hell 2 oy RP Ys 
And all the devils are here! | 
Pro. Why, that's my spirit! 320 


But was not this nigh shore 


Ari. Close by, my master. 
Pro. But are they, Ariel, safe? 
Ari. Not a hair perish'd; 


On their sustaining garments not a blemish, 
But fresher than before: and, as thou bad's t me, 
1n troops I have dispers'd th bout the isle: 
The king's son have J landed by himself; 
Whom I left "_ of the air with sighs, 
In an odd angle of the isle, and sitting, 330 


His arms in this sad knot. 


Pro. Of the king's ship, 


The mariners, say how thou hast dispos'd, 
And all the rest o'the fleet? 


Ari. Safely in harbour 


Is the king s ship; in the deep nook, where once 
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Thou call'dst me up at midnight to fetch dew 

From the still- vex'd Bermoothes, there's she's hid: 
The mariners all under hatches stow'd ; 

Whom, with a charm join'd to their suffer'd labour, 


I have left asleep: and for the rest o'the fleet, 341 


Which I dispers'd, they all have met again; 
And are upon the Mediterranean flote, 
Bound sadly home for Naples; | 
Supposing that they saw the king's ship wreck'd, 
And his great person periss. 

Pro. Anel, thy charge | 
Exactly 1s perform'd ; but there's more work : 


What is the time o'the day? 


Ari. Past the mid season. 350 
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Pro. At least two glasses: The time *twixt six and 


now, 
Must by us both be spent most preciously. 


Ari, Is there more toil? Since thou dost give me 


ains, 
Let me remember thee what thou hast promis'd, 
Which is not yet perform'd me. 
Pro. How now? moody? 
What 1s't thou canst demand? 
Ari. My liberty. | 


Pro. Before the time be out? no more, 


Ari. I pray thee: | 360 E 


Remember, I have done thee worthy service; 
Told thee no lies, made thee no mistaking, serv'd 


Without or grudge, or grumbling: thou didst pro- * 


mise | 


" Y hand af 9% 
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| Jo bate me a full year. 


Pro. Dost thou forget 


From what a torment I did free thee? 


ur, 


ve me 


341 1 


Ari. No. 
Pro. Thou dost; and think'st it much, to tread the 
00ze 8 
Of the salt deep; | | 
To run upon the Sharp wind of the north; 370 


ro do me business in the veins o' the canh, 
Z When i it is bak'd with frost. 
Ari. I do not, sir. 


Pro. Thou ly'st, malignant thing! Hast thou forgot 


The foul witch Sycorax, who, with age and envy, 
Was grown into a hoop? hast thou forgot her? 


Ari, No, «ir. 5 
Pro. Thou hast: Where was she born? speak; 
tell me. | ö 


Ari. Sir, in Argier. 


Pro. Oh, was she so? I must 380 
Once in a month, recount what thou hast been, 


Which thou forgett'st. This damn'd witch, Sycorax, 


For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries Wa 


Io enter human hearing, from Argier, 
Thou know'st, was banish'd; for one thing She did, 
They would not take her life; Is not this true? 


An. Ay, sir. 
Pro. This blue-ey'd hag was hither brought with 


child, 


And here was left by the sailors: Thou, my slave, 


As thou * st thyself, was then her servant: 390 
L And, 


n K ous ©. one tpr nd ds 428 


RCCL yo mms 4 


F 
0 
? 
3 
f 
"i 
10 
oi 

} 


A 2 


; As fast as mill-wheels strike: Then was this land, 


n 
= —̃ 


20 TEMPEST. Act J. Act 


And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate 

To act her earthy and abhorr'd commands, 

Refusing her grand hests, she did confine thee, 

By help of her more potent ministers, 

And in her most unmitigable rage, 

Into a cloven pine; within which rift 

Imprison'd, thou didst painfully remain 

A dozen years; within which space she died, 

And left thee there; where thou didst vent by 
groans 


(Save for the son that she did litter here, 401 
A freckled whelp, hag- born), not honour'd with 
A human shape. 


Ari, Yes; Caliban her son. 
Pro. Dull thing, I say so; he, chat Caliban, 


Whom now I keep in service. Thou best know'ss Yi 
What torment I did find thee in; thy groans 1 
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts 1d 
Of ever-angry bears; 1t was a torment | 3 

To lay upon the damn'd, which Sycorax | 410 W 


Could not again undo; 1t was mine art, 
When I arriv'd, and heard thee, that made gape 
The pine, and Jet thee out. 

Ari, I thank thee, master. 

Pro. If thou more murmur'st, I will rend an ab. | |» 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till . 
Thou hast howl'd away twelve winters. 5 

Ari. Pardon, master: ; I 
I will be correspondent to command, Fi 
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ct 1, Act J. TEMPEST. To, 21 
And do my spiriting ly.” 420 
Pero. Do so; and after two days 
1 will discharge thee. 


Ari. That's my noble master! 
LS shall I do? say what? what shall I do? 
Pro. Go make thyself like to a nymph o'the sea: 
e subject to no sight but thine and mine; invisible 


| o every eye- ball else. Go, take this hape, 


thy And hither come in it: go, hence with diligence. 1 
Þ [Exit ARIEL, | 
"Awake, dear heart, cooks! thou hast slept well; 1 
Awake! 530 4 
Mira. The strangeness of your Story put | | 4 
l 3 in me. | | | ; 

Pro, Shake it off, come on; 9 

well visit Caliban, my slave, who never iq 

t Yields us kind answer. 9 
Mira. Tis a villain, sir, il 


| 1 do not love to look on. 1} 

Pro. But as tis, 1 

410 We cannot miss him: he does make our fire, 1 

Fetch in our wood; and serves in offices 440 

That profit us. What, ho! slave! Caliban! 
; | Thou earth, thou! speak. 

Cal. [ Within. There's wood enough within. 

Oak, | N Pro. Come forth, Isay; there's other business for thee: 
Come, thou tortoise! when? 


Enter AR1EL like a Water-nymph. 


Fine a parition! My quaint Ariel, N 
And Hark 11 thine car, Ari, 


Curs'd be I, that I did sol — All the charms 470 15 
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Ari, My lord, it Shall be done. Exit. o 

Pro. Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil him. WV 
Self : 

Upon thy wicked dam, come forth! | 4 

Enter CALIBAN. 4 


Cal. As wicked dew, as e'er my mother brush'd 
With raven's feather from unwholesome fen, 
Drop on you both! a south-west blow on ye, 

And blister you all oer! 4 

Pro. For this, be sure, to-night thou shalt have 

cramps I 
che that shall pen thy breath up; urchins T] 
Shall, for that vast of might that they may work, ; 
All exercise on thee: thou shalt be pinch'd V 
As thick as honey-combs, each pinch more stinging B 

T. 
O 


Than bees that made 'em. 460 
Cal. I must eat my dinner. 1 
This island's mine, by Sy corax my mother, K 
Which thou tak'st from me. When thou camest first., JA 
Thou stroak*dst me, and mad'st much of me; would's V 

ive me b 
Water with berries in't; and teach me how T 
To name the bigger light, and how the less, 
That burn by day and night: and then I lov'd thee, C 


And shew'd thee all the qualities o'the isle, 4 7 


The fresh springs, brine-pits, barren Place, and fer. yy 
tile; f 


Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you! F 
For 


* 


Act 1 


Exit. 
1 him. 
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5 For I am all the subjects that you have, 
Who first was mine own king; and here you sty me 
In this hard rock, whiles you do keep from me 


The rest of the island. 


1d 


Pro. Thou most lying slave, 


Whom stripes may move, not kindness: I have us'd 


thee 


Filth as thou art, with human care; and lodg'd thee 


have 


In mine own cell, till thou didst seek to violate 

The honour of my child. | 480 
Cal. Oh ho, oh ho! Wou'd it had been done! 
T hou didst prevent me; I had peopled else 


This isle with Calibans. | 
Pro. Abhorred slave: = 


Which any print of goodness will not take, 


t first, 
ould'st 


Being capable of all ill! I pitied thee, 

Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each hour 
One thing or other: when thou didst not, savage, 

Know thy own meaning, but would'st gabble like 
A thing more þbrutigh, 1 endow'd thy purposes 490 
Wich words that made them known: But thy vile 
| race, 


Though thou didst learn, had that in't which good 


a natures | 
hee, Could not abide to be with; therefore wast thou 
Deservedly conſin'd into this rock, 
d fer. Who hadst deserv'd more than a prison. 
„Cal. You taught me language; and my profit on't 
470 Js, I know how to curse: The red plague rid you, 
For learning me your language! 1 
J of | | Fro,” 
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24 TEM EST. Act I. 


Pro. Hag-seed, hence! 


Fetch us in fewel; and be quick, thou wer't best 500 


To answer other business. Shrug'st thou, malice? 
If thou neglect'st, or dost unwillingly 
What I command, I'll rack thee with old cramps; 
Fill all thy bones with aches; make thee roar, 
That beasts shall tremble at thy din. 

Cal. No, pray thee!— 


I must obey : his, art 1s of such power, [ Aside, : 


It would controul my dam's god Setebos, 
And make a vassal of him. 


Pro. So, slave; hence! [ Exit Caliban. 510 


Enter FERDINAND at the remotest part of thie stage, 
and AR IE L invisible, playing and singing. 


AR1EL'S Song. 


„ 
8 
97 


Come unto these yellow sands, 
And then take hands: 
Court's:ed when you have, and hiss'd, 
{ The wild waves whast ) 
Foot is featly here and there; 
And, sweet Sprites, the burden bear. 
Hark, hark] 


Bur. Bowgh, wowgh, [ despersed!y, | 


The watch-dogs bark : 


Bur. Bowgh, wowgh, 


Hark, hark I hear 520 f 


The strain of strutting chanticler- 
Cry, Cock-a-doodle-doo. 


9 
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5 : Fer, Where should this musick be? 1 i the air, or 

500 the earth? 

> It sounds no more: —and sure, it waits upon 

Some god of the island. Sitting on a bank, 

Weeping again the king of my father's wreck, 

This musick crept by me upon the waters; 

Allaying both their fury, and my passion, 

Wich its sweet air: thence I have follow'd it, 530 

side, | Or it hath drawn me rather: — But 'tis gone. | 

No, it begins again. 


wo * 


510| Axrizi's Song. 
- Full fathom five thy father lies, 
tage, þ ] Of his bones are coral made ; 


Those are pearls that were his eyes : 
Nothing of him that doth fade, 

But doth suffer a sea-change, 

Into something rich and Strange. 

Sea-nymphs hourly ring his knell, 

Hark, now I hear them, —ding-dong, bell. 


[ Burden, ding-dong, 


F; er, The ditty doen remember my drown'd fa- 
ther !j—_ $41 

This 1s no mortal business, nor no sound 

{ That the earth owes :—TI hear it now above me. 

Pro. The fringed curtains of thine eye adyance, 

And say, what thou seest yond”, 

Mira. What 18't? a spirit? 


Lord how it looks about! Believe me, sir, 
C It 


rsedly. 


520 
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26 | TEMPEST. 


It carries a brave form: — But *tis a spirit. 
Pro. No, wench, it eats, and sleeps, and hath $uc ; 
SENSES 54 
As we have, such: This gallant, which thou see 'st, i 
Was in the wreck; and, but he's something tain'd. T 
With grief, that's beauty s canker, thou mightẽ'st c: 9 
im 
A goodly person: he hath lost his fellows, 6 
And strays about to find them. At 
Mira. I might call him 5 
A thing divine; for nothing natural A 
I ever saw so noble. If 
Pro. It goes on, I see, [Aid 
As my 8 prompts it: — Spirit, fine spirit, I'll f. 
thee g 
Within two days for this, 56( 3 
Fer. Most sure, the goddess ; 
On whom these airs attend !—Vouchsafe, my prayer gs 
May know, if you remain upon thus island; E 
And that you will some good instruction give, 8 5 
How I may bear me here: My prime request, f 
Which I do last pronounce, is, O you wonder! | At 


If you be maid or no? | Tt 
Mira. No wonder, sir; | 2 
But, certainly a maid, | ITI 
Fer, My language! heavens.— 57 
I am the best of them that speak this speech, bl 
Were I but where 'tis spoken. M 


Pro. How! the best? * 
What wert thou, if the king of N aples had thee? II 
F 
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$75 A single thing, as I am now, that wonders 
th sud 10 hear thee speak of Naples: He does hear me; 
54 And, that he does, I weep; myself am Naples; 
e'$t, bs with mine eyes, ne'er since at ebb, beheld 


and 1 king my father wreck'd. 


st o Mira. Alack, for mercy ! | 580 
Fer. Yes, EY and all his lovds the duke of 
[ Milan, 


And his brave son, being twin. 

Pro. The duke of Milan, 

And his more braver daughter, could controul thee, 

If now 'twere fit to do't: At the first sight | 
Aid | Aide to ARIEI. 
Plug They have chang'd eyes: Delicate Ariel. 
I'll set thee free for this. A word, good sir; 


56, J fear, you have done yourself some wrong: a Word 


Mira. Why speaks my father so ungently ? This 
prayer Is the third man that I &er saw; the first, 590 
That e'er I sigh'd for: pity move my father 
Jo be inclin' d my way ! 
Fer. O, if a virgin, 
71 | And your affections not gone forth, Fl make you 
The queen of N aples. 
Pro. Soft, sir, one word more 
They are both in either's Powers: but this swift bu- 
57 siness 
I must uneasy make, lest too light winning [Aside. 
Make the prize light. One word more: 1 charge 
| thee | 
thee? That thou attend me: thou dost here usurp 600 
7 as C 1 . 
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The name thou ow'st not; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island, as a Py to win it 
From me, the lord on't. 
Fer, No, as I am a man. 
Mira. There's nothing ill can dwell in such! 
temple: 
If the ill spirit le $0 fair an house, 
Good things will strive to do well with't. 
Pro. | To Ferd.] Follow me. — 


Speak not you for him; he's a traitor.— Come, 


I'll manacle thy neck and feet together: 610 


Sea-water shalt thou drink, thy food shall be 
The fresh-brook muscles, "wither'd roots, and husks 
Wherein the acorn cradled : Follow, 

Fer, No; 


J will resist such entertainment, *till 


Mine enemy has more power. He draws, 


Mira. O dear father, 
Make not too rash a trial of him, for 
He's gentle, and not fearful, 


Pro. What, I ay, 620 


My foot my tutor ?—Put thy sword up, . 


Who mak'st a shew, but dar'st not strike, thy con- 


science 
Is 50 possess d with guilt: come from thy ward; 
For I can here disarm thee with this stick, 
And make thy weapon drop. 
Mira. Beseech you, father! 
Pro, Hence; hang not on my garments, 


PR a 


Mira. 


* 7 Fe 77 


Act Ly a * 1. TEMPEST. 1085 29 | 9 
Mira. Sir, have pity; | | 4 

{ON be his Surety. 1 

Pro. Silence: one word more | 630 1 

4 make me chide thee, if not hate thee. What, 9 


ach ; An advocate for an impostor? hush! 
Thou think'st, there are no more such shapes as he, 
Having seen but him and Caliban; foolish work! 
Io the most of men this is a Caliban, 
And they to him are angels. 
Mira. My affections 
610 Are then most humble; I have no ambition 
Jo see a goodlier man. 
ska Pro. Come on; obey: | To FERDINAND. ] 640 
Thy nerves are in their infancy again, | 
And have no vigour in them. 


Fer. So they are: 
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raus, My J spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 1 
My father's loss, the weakness which J feel, | 
The wreck of all my friends, or this man's 3 if 
Io whom J am subdu'd, are but light to me, 1 
620 | Might I but through my prison once a day 1 
1 Bchold this maid: all corners else o the earth "A 
con- Let liberty make use of; space enough 650 i 
Have I, in such a prison. 1 
Pro. It works: Come on. '| 
[To ARIEL. | Thou hast done well, fine Ariel!— 8 
Follow me. 
| Hark, what thou else qhalt do me. 
| Mira. Be of comfort ; 


Mira. My father's of a better nature, sir, 
: EC: Than 
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Than he appears by speech; this is unwonted, . 


Which now came from him. 5 
Pro. Thou shalt be as free 660 Co 
As mountain winds: but then exactly do J 
All points of my command, K 
Ari. To the syllable. Ker 
Pro. Come, follow: Speak not for him. ¶Exeun t 
$ho 


' ACT II. SCENE I. 


Another Part of the IJsland. Enter ALonso, Str. 
BASTIAN, ANTHON1O, GONZALO, ADRIAN, | 
FRANCIScO, and others, 


Gonzalo. 


Bzszzcu you sir, be merry: you have cause 
(So have we all) of joy; for our escape | 
Is much beyond our loss: Our hint of woe 
Is common; every day, some sailor's wife, 
The master of some merchant, and the merchant, 
Have just our theme of woe; but for the miracle, 
I mean our preservation, few in millions 
Can speak like us: then wisely, good sir, weigh 
Our sorrow with our comfort. 
Alon. Pr'ythee, peace. 
Seb. He receives comfort like cold porridge. 
Ant. The visitor will not give him o'er so. 5 
Seb. Look, he's winding up the watch of his wit; lic 
by and by it will strike. F 


Wa 


ct II. 


Feb. One: — Tell. | 

Gon, When every grief is entertained, hae” 5 offer d, 
660 Come to the entertainer 

Seb. A dollar. 


Gon, Dolour comes to him, indeed: you have spo- 


he truer than you propos'd. | - 1 WP 


xeunt, Seb. You have taken it wisely than 1 meant you 
Soul 
l Therefore, my lord, 

Ant. Fie, what a pend-thrift i is he of his wal 

Alon. I pr'ythee, spare. 

IN Con. Well, I have done: But yet 
; Seb. He will be talking. 
Ant, Which of them, he, or Adrian, for a good 
wager, first begins to crow? _ 30 
Seb. The old cock. 7 

Ant. The cockrel. 
Seb, Done; the wager? 
Ant, A laughter, 
Seb. A match, 
„ Adr. Though this ad seem to be degert,—— 
: |; Seb, Ha, ha, ha! 
Ant. So, you've pay'd. 
1 Adr. Uninhabitable, and almost inaccessible. 
Seb. Yet, 
Adr. Vet, 
Ant. He could not miss't. 


Is 


AN 


is wit; licate temperance. 


Ant. 
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Adr. It must needs be of zubtile, tender, and de 
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Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. 

Seb. Ay, and a subtile; as he most learnedly de. 
liver'd. 

Adr. The air breathes upon us here most sweetly. 

Seb. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones. 


Ant. Or, as *twere perfum'd by a fen. 50 


Gon. Here is every thing advantageous to life. 

Ant. True; save means to live. 

Seb. Of that there's none, or little. | 

Gon, How lush and lusty the yrs: looks? hoy 
reen? 

Ant. The ground, indeed, is tavny. 

Seb. With an eye of green in't. 

Ant. He misses not much. 


Seb. No; he doth but mistake the truth totally. 


Gon. But the rarity of it is (which is, indeed, almou 1 
beyond credit) — 60 


Seb. As many vouch'd rarities are. 


Gon. That our garments, being, as they were, 
drench'd in the sea, hold notwithstanding their! 
freshness, and glosses; being rather new dy'd, than 


stain'd with salt water. 

Ant. If but one of his pockets could speak, would 
it not say he hes? 

Seb. Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report. 


Gon. Methink, our garments are NOW as fresh #Þ 
when we put "Sh on first in Africk, at the marriage 
of the king's fair mg Claribe to the king of 


Tunis. 721 


Seb. 


NO 


rie 


ct Il. 11. kues r. 33 
A Seb. Twas a sweet marriage, and we prosper well 
ly de. in our return. 
Adr. Tunis was never grac'd before with such a 
tly. $rogon to their queen. | 
Gon. Not since widow Dido's time. 
5⁰ 4 Ant. Widow! a pox o' that! How came that 


. widow in? Widow Dido! 79 
Seb. What if he had said, widower /Eneas too? 


„ er lord, how you take it! 


Adr. Widow Dido, said you? you make me study | 


of that, she was of Carthage, not of Tunis, 
Con. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage, 
Adr. Carthage! 
Gon, J assure you, Carthage. 


u. Ant. His word is more than the miraculous harp. 
almos Seb. He hath rais'd the wall, and houses too. 


90 
next 90 
were, Seb. I think, he will carry this island home 1 in his 
their pocket, and give it his son for an apple. 
» than Ant. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, 
10 bring forth more islands. 
wourpy Con. Ay! 

Ant, Why, in * time. 

Gon, Sir, we were talking, that our garments seem 
now as fresh, as when we were at Tunis at the mar- 
riage of your daughter, who is now queen. 
ms ] Ant, And the rarest that e'er came there. 100 
72J Seb. Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido. 
Seb.] Ant, O, widow Dido; ay, widow Dido, 


'esh a8 
arriage 


Gon, 


Ant, What impossible matter will he make easy 


— 


— 
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I wore it? I mean, in a sort. 
Ant, That sort was well fish'd for. 
Gon. When I wore it at your daughter's mar. 
riage. 
Alon. You cram these words into mine ears, agains 
The stomach of my sense: Would I had never 
 Marry'd my daughter there! for, coming thence, 


Who is so far from Italy remov'd, 
I ne'er again shall see her. O thou mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange fish 
Hath made his meal on thee! 
Fran. Sir, he may live; 
I saw him beat the surges under him 
And ride upon their backs; he trod the water, 
Whose enmity he flung de. and breasted _ 
The surge most swoln that met him: his bold head 
Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar'd 12 
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke 
To the shore, that o'er his wave-worn basis bow'd, 
As stooping to relieve him: I not doubt, 
He came alive to land, 
Alon, No, no, he's gone. 
Seb. Sir, you may thank yourself for this great loss; 
That would not bless our Europe with your daughter, 
But rather lose her to an African; 


1 
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Gon. Is not, sir, my A as freih as the first day! : 


My son is lost; and, in my rate, she too, 110 


Where she, at least, is banish'd from your eye 


W ho hath cause to wet the grief on't. 1300 
; | | Alon 


rst da. 
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agalmz 
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at loss; N 
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130 
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| Aon; Pr'ythee, peace. 
Feb. You were kneel'd to, and importun'd other- 


i wise 


| all of us; and the fair soul herielf 


Weigh'd, between lothness and obedience, at 
Which end the Dean Gould bow... We have lest you 
son, 
1 fear, for ever: Milan and Naples have 
More widows in them of this business-making, 
Than we bring men to comfort them; the fault's 
Your own. . 
Alon. So is the dearest o' the loss. 140 
Gon, My lord Sebastian, 
The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness, 
And time to speak it in: you rub the Sore, 
When you should bring the plaster. 
Seb, Very well. 
Ant. And most chirurgeonly. 
Gon, It is foul weather in us all, good er, 


When you are cloudy. 


Seb. Foul weather! 

Ant. Very foul. 150 

Gon, Had I the plantation of this isle, my lord 

Ant. He'd sow't with nettle-seed. 

Seb, Or docks, or mallows. 

Gon, And were the king of it, what would I do? 

Seb. *Scape being drunk, for want of wine. 

Gon. I' the e I would by contraries 
Ea e all things: for no kind of traffic 


Would I admit; no name of magistrate; 
Stters 
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Letters should not be known; riches, poverty, DL 1 
And use of service, none; contract, succession, 0 
Bourn, bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none: 161 not 
No use of metal, corn, or wine, or oil: | 


No occupation; all men idle, all, 5 
And women too, but innocent Fs pure: 3 
No sovereignty. lift 

Seb. And yet he would be king on't. in 


Ant, The latter end of his commonwealth forge: 
the beginning. 

Gon. All things in common nature Should produce 
Without sweat or endeavour : treason, felony „170 
Sword, pike, knife, gun, or need of any engine, . 
: Would I not have; but nature should bring forth, dis 
Of its own kind, all foizon, all abundance - 
To feed my innocent people. | 

Seb. No marrying *mong his subjects? 

Ant. None, man: all idle; whores, and knaves. 


Gon, I would with such perfection govern, wy M 
To excel the golden age. . 

Seb. Save his majesty! I 

Ant. Long live Gonzalo! 180 


Gon. And, do you mark me, sir? | 
Alon. Py 'ythee, no more; thou dost talk nothing} I. 
to me. I. 
Gon. I do well believe your highness; and did it! 
to minister occasion to these gentlemen, who are of * 
such sensible and nimble lungs, that they always use | £ 
to laugh at nothing. | 
Ant, *Twas you we laugh'd at. 


Gon. | 


ke 1 


160 


7 73 
8 75 * 
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g to you: so you may continue, and laugh at 
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2 Wbo, in this kind of merry fooling, am 


wpctung still. 191 
Ant. What a blow was there given! 
Seb. An it had not fallen flat- long. 
Gon. You are gentlemen of brave metal; you would 
if the moon out of her ee. if she waht continue 


in it five weeks without changing. 


Enter AR IE IL, playing Solemn MUSIC, 


Sch. We would so, and then go a bat-fowling. 

Ant. Nay, my good lord, be not angry. 

Gon. No, I warrant you ; I will not adventure my 
0 so weakly. Will you laugh me asleep, for 
I am very heavy? 201 

Ant. Go, sleep, and hear us. | 

[Gonz. Apr. FRA. Cc. lep. 


Alon. What, all so soon asleep: I wish mine eyes 


| Would, with deere shut up my thoughts: I 


find 


| They are inclin'd to do so. 


Seb. Please you, sir, 1 


Do not omit the heavy offer of it: 
At Seldom visits sorrow; when it doth, 


It is a comforter. 


Ant. We two, my lord, 210 


Will guard your person while you take your rest, 
And watch your safety. 


Alon. Thank you: Wond'rous heavy 
[ All sleep but SB Bo and ANT. 
D 8e. 
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Seb, What a Strange drowsiness possesses them ? 

Ant. It is the quality o' the climate. 

Seb. Why 
Doth it not then our eye-lids sink? I find not 
Myself dispos'd to sleep. 

Ant. Nor I ; my spirits are nimble, | 
They fell together all, as by consent; 220 
They. dropp'd, as by a thunder-stroke. What might, 
Worthy Sebastian? —0, what might ?—No more :— 
And yet, methinks, I see it in thy face, 


What thou shouldst be: the occasion * thee: 1 


and | 
My strong imagination sees a crown 
Dropping upon "thy head, 
Seb, What, art thou waking ? 
Ant. Do you not hear me speak? 
Seb. I do; and, surely, 


It 1s a sleepy language: ; and thou speak'st 2300 


Out of thy sleep: What is it thou didst say? 
This is a strange repose, to be asleep 
With eyes wide open; standing, Speaking, movin 8. 
And yet so fast asleep. 
Ant. Noble Sebastian, 
Thou let'st thy fortune sleep, die rather; wink'st 
Whiles thou art waking. 
Seb. Thou dost snore distinctly; 
There's meaning in thy SNOTES. 
Ant, I am more serious than my custom: you 


Must be so too, if heed me; which to do, 240 


Trebles thee of er. 
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ct II. Ac. . 


FSGeb. Well; I am standing water. 


n 
eee 
9 
1 
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Ant, T'll teach you how to flow, 
Seb. Do so: to ebb, 
Hereditary sloth instructs me. 


Ant. I; 


If ou but knew, how you the purpose cherish, | 


w hilst thus you mock it! how, in Stripping it, 


Vou more invest it! Ebbing men, indeed, 


Most often, do so near the bottom run, 


By their own fear, or sloth. 


Seb. Pr'ythee, say on: 


The setting of thine eye, and cheek, proclaim 
A matter from thee; and a birth, indeed, 


Which throes thee much to yield. 
Ant. Thus, sir: 


Although this lord of weak remembrance, this, 
(Who shall be of as little memory, 
When he is earth'd) hath here almost persuaded 
(For he's a spirit of persuasion, only 
Professes to persuade) the king, his son's alive; 


»Tis as impossible that he's undrown'd, 
As he, that sleeps here, Wwims. 


Seb. I have no hope 


That he's undrown'd. 


Ant. O, out of that no hope, 


39 


250 


What great hope have you! no hope, that way, is 


Another way so high an hope, that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond, 


D ij 


0 
But doubts discovery there. Will you grant with me 
That Ferdinand is drown'd ? | 

Seb. 
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Seb. He's gone. 
Ant. Then, tell me, 

Who's the next heir of Naples? 
Seb, Claribel. A; 
Ant. She that is queen of Tunis; she that dwells Ten 

Ten 8 „ beyond man's life; she that fro. Se 

-D aples | You 

Can have no note, unless the sun were post, A 


(The man i' the moon's too slow) till new-bor And 


| chins | . 96 Muc 

Be rough and razorable; she, from whom Wer 

We were all sea-swallow'd, though some cast again Ge 

And, by that destiny, to perform an act, A 
Whereof what's past is prologue ; what to come, | 

In yours, and my discharge. Tu. 

Seb, What stuff is this ?—How say you? This 


Tis true, my brother's daughter's queen of Tunis; That 
So is she heir of Naples; twixt which regions 


There is some space. No! 
Ant. A space, whose ev'ry cubit 2011 he 


Seems to cry out, How gal that Claribel Wh 

Measure us back to Naples? Keep in Tunis, 

And let Sebastian wake! Say, this were death = 

Thet now hath seiz'd them; why, they were na Ot 
worse 5 

Than now they are; There be that can rule Naples, 

As well as he that sleeps; lords, that can prate 

As amply, and unnecessarily, 

As this Gonzalo; I myself could make 

A chough of as deep chat. O, that you bore 


Th 0 
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The mind that I do! what a sleep were this 301 


For your advancement! do you understand me 
Seb. Methinks, I do. | 
Ant. And how does your content 
vells Tender your own good fortune ? 
fro, Seb. I remember | | 
You did supplant your brother Prospero. 
Ant. True: 
W. bon And look, how well my garments sit upon me; 
28 Much ſeater than before: My brother's servants 3 10 
Were then my fellows, now they are my men. 
Geb. But, for your conscience 
Ant, Ay, sir; where lies that? if it were a 
| 3 kybe, 
Twould put me to my slipper: But I feel not 
This deity in my bosom: twenty consciences, 
That stand *twixt me and Milan, candy 'd be they, 
And melt, e'er they molest. Here lies your brother, 
No better than the earth he lies upon, 
291 If he were that which now he's like, that's dead; 
Thom I with this obedient steel, three inches of 
It, 320 


an lay to bed for ever: whiles you, doing thus, 


again 


nis; 5 


- _— # Sa alta tre * 2 : - . — — - 9 & 
2 — 2 8 RN 2 pr . * * 5E: Ar * e 
e RR 8 — 6 — 


of naTo the perpetual wink, for ay might put 
This ancient morsel, this Sir Prudence, who, 
ples, Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest, 
hey'll take suggestion, as a cat laps milk; 
hey'll tell the clock to any business that 
We say belits the hour. 
| D nz Sed. 


The 
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Seb, Thy case, dear friend, © 
Shall be my precedent; as thou got'st Milan, | © 
I'll come by Naples. Draw thy sword: one stroke | Rye 
Shall free thee from the tribute which thou pay'st; Lil 


And I the king shall love thee, 397 It s 
Ant. Draw together: = P 
And when I rear my hand, do you the hike 5 
To fall it on Gonzalo. | To 
Seb. O, but. one word, [ They converse aparf Of 
Enter ARIE IL, with music and SONg. . 


Ari. My master through his art foresees the dang 
That you, his friend, are in; and sends me forth 
(For else his project dies) to keep them living. | The 
| Sings in GONZALO'S@ Or 

: F 


While you here do snoring lie, 3 
Open-ey'd consþiracy For 
His time doth take: 10 
1f of life you keep a care, For 
Shake off slumber and beware: CL 
Awake! Awake! 5 


Ant. Then let us both be sudden. 
Gon, Now, good angels, preserve the king! _ 
N [ They wal 
Alon, Why, how now, ho! awake! Why are) 
drawn? | E 


Wherefore this ghastly looking? 


aq | 
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Ion. What's the matter? 350 
Seb. Whiles we stood here securing your repose, 
troke | Even now, we heard a hollow burst of bellowing 
Like bulls, or rather lions; did it not wake you? 
39} It strook mine ear most terribly, 
Alon. I heard nothing. 
Ant. O, *twas a din to fright a monster's ear; 
To make an earthquake! sure, it was the roar 
; apa Ota whole herd of lions. 
Alon. Heard you this, Gonzalo? 
Con. Upon my honour, sir, I heard a humming, 
| And that a strange one too, which did awake me: 
e dang I chak'd you, sir, and cry'd; as mine eyes open 'd, 
th FI saw their weapons drawn: — there was a noise, 
That's verity: Tis best we stand upon our guard; 
O en Or that we quit this place: let's draw our weapons. 
Alon, Lead off this ground ; and let's make further 
34 I search 
For my poor son. 
Con. Heavens keep him from these beasts ! 
For he is, sure, i' the island. | 
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Alon, Lead away. 370 
Ari. Prospero, my lord, shall know what I have 
done. Aside. 
do king, go safely on to seek thy son. Excumt. 
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SCENE III. 


Another part of the island, Enter CALIBAN ui 
a bundle of wood: A noise of thunder heard, 


Cal. All the infections that the sun sucks up 


From bogs, fens, flats, on Prosper fall, and mæ 


him 
By inch-meal a disease! His spirits hear me, 
And yet I needs must curse. But they'll nor pinch 
Fright me with urchin shews, pitch me i' the mire, 


Nor lead me, like a fire-brand, in the dark 
Out of my way, unless he bid 'em; but 


For every trifle they are set upon me: 380} 


Sometime hke apes, that moe and chatter at me, 


And after, bite me; then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling 1 in my bare: foot way, and mount 
Their pricks at my foot-fall; sometime am I 

All wound with adders, who, with cloven e 
Do hiss me into madness: Lo! now! lo! 


Enter TR1NCULO. 


Here comes a spirit of his; and to torment me, 
For bringing wood in Slowly ; I'll fall flat; 


Perchance, he will not mind me. 2389 


Trin. Here's neither bush nor shrub, to bear «| 
any weather at all, and another storm brewing; I hear 


it sing i' the rh yond* same black cloud, yond' 


huge one, looks like a foul bombard that would l 


Shed his liquor, If it should thunder, as it did be- 


fore, 
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Hy I know not where to hide my head: yond' same 

cloud cannot choose but fall by pailfuls.—W hat have 

un we here? a man or a fish? Dead or alive? A fish: 
-d, he smells like a fish; a very ancient and fish- like 
smell; a kind of, not of the newest, Poor- John. A 
strange fish! were I in England now, (as once 1 was 
mak and had but this fish painted, not a holiday-fool 
1 There but would give a piece of silver: there would 
this monster make a man; any Strange beast there 


inci *makes a man: when they will not give a doit to re- 

re; ſlieve a lame beggar, they will ay out ten to see a 

dead Indian, Legg'd like a man! and his fins like N 

arms! Warm, o' my troth! I do now let loose my A 

380 ” opinion, hold it no longer; this is no fish, but an lt 

Islander, that has lately suffered by a thunder-bolt. 1 

h Alas! the storm is come again: my best way is to 1 

creep under his gaberdine; there is no other shelter | 

hereabout : Misery acquaints a man with strange bed- 4 

©, | fellows: I will here shrowd, till the dregs of the | 

Storm be past. 414 N 

Enter STEPHANO Singing, @ bottle in his hand, 4 

Ste, I Shall no more to ea, to Sea, 1 

Here Shall I die a shore, — | 

389 This is a very scurvy tune to sing at a man's funeral: 1 

ar ol Well, here's my comfort. [ Drinks, 1 
[ hear The master, the swabber, the boatswain and J, 
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yond' ; The gunner and his mate, 420 
would | Lov'd Moll, Meg, and Marian, and Margery, 
d be- But none of us car'd for Rate. 
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For she had a tongue with a tang, | £1 
Would cry to a sailor, Go, hang : 170 
She lov'd not the avour of tar nor of pitch, | 1 


Yet a tailor might scratch her where-&er She did iti 0 
Then to sea, boys, and let her go hang, | "i 

This is a scurvy tune too: But here's my comfort. 75 
[ Driniiq; 

Cal. Do not torment me: Oh! 42 
Ste. What's the matter? Have we devils here! / 


. Do you pt tricks upon us with savages, and men « er 
Inde? Ha! I have not 'scap'd drowning, to be afraif 77 
now of your four legs; for it hath been said, AP 
proper a man as ever went upon four legs, cannd}} 
make him give ground: and it shall be said so again, 
while Stephano breathes at noatrils. 

Cal. The spirit torments me: Oh! 

Ste. This is some monster of the isle, with fou K 
legs; who has got, as I take it, an ague: Where the 0 
devil should he learn our language? I will give him i 
some relief, if it be but for that: If I can recoveÞÞ -- 
him, and keep him tame, and get to Naples with 55 
him, he's a present for any emperor that ever trod anf 
neat's leather. 6 

Cal. Do not torment, pr'ythee; I'll bring y 
wood home faster. | 

Ste. He's in his fit now; and does not talk after he if 
wisest: He shall taste of my bottle: if he never 
drunk wine afore, it will go near to remove his fit: if 
J can recover him, and keep him tame, I will rs 

take 
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hath him, and that soundly. 

Cal. Thou dost me yet but little hurt; thou wilt 
anon, I know it by thy trembling: Now Prosper 
works upon thee. 

Ste. Come on your ways; open your 3 here 
is that Which will give language to you, cat; open 
Jour mouth: this will shake your Shaking, I can tell 
you, and that soundly; you cannot tell who's your 
fend; open your chaps again. 460 

57 Trin. I should know that voice: It should be, 
But he is drown'd; and these are devils: O! defend 


Canna ' 
8 me 
agai,s 


1en 0 
afraid 


Ste. Four legs, and two voices; a most delicate 
Gnter! His forward voice now Is to Speak well 
of his friend; his backward voice is to utter foul 


h 5 Ip zeches, and to detract, If all the wine in my bottle 
* 10 mil recover him, [ will help his ague : Come—Amen : 
21 1 will pour some in thy other mouth. 

8 Irin. Stephano 470 
3 Ste. Doth thy other mouth call me? Mercy! mer— 


y! this is a devil, and no monster: J will leave him; 
Eh no long spoon. 

Ng 7 Ir rin. Stephano!—if thou be'st Beige touch 
fler te and speak to me; for I am Trinculo be not 
197 rad, —thy good ad Trinculo. 

; Re Ste. If thou be'st Trinculo, come forth; I'll pull 
ut: ue by the lesser legs; if any be Trinculo's legs 
7 I] not * 85 * 89 
* se are they. Thou art very Trinculo, indeed: 


take How 
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How cam'st thou to be the siege of this moon-calf 
can he vent Trinculos? 481 
Trin. I took him to be killed with a thunder-stroke! m 
— But art thou not drown'd, Stephano? I ho, 
now, thou art not drown'd. Is the storm ove: my 
blown? J hid me under the dead moon-calf's gabe, bu 
dine, for fear of the storm: And art thou livine“ 
Stephano? O Stephano, two Neapolitans *scap'd! | fu; 
Ste. Pr'ythee, do not turn me about; my stomach 
is not constant. tc 


Cal. These be fine bo an if they be not sprighiÞ II 
That's a brave god, and bears celestial — tte 


I will kneel to him. | 
Ste, How didst thou 'scape? How cam'st tho Ar 

hither ? swear, by this bottle, how thou cam'st hithe 

I escap'd upon a butt of sack, which the sailors hear mo 


over-board, by this bottle! which I made of the bark | 


of a tree, with mine own hands, since I was cap 
a-shore. WB: 

Cal. I swear upon that bottle, to be thy tr hea 
subject; for the liquor is not earthly. 50% find 


Ste. Here; swear then, how escap'dst thou? | 

Trin. Swom a-shore, man, like a duck; I can wg 
like a duck, I'll be sworn. An 

Ste. Hee. kiss the book: Though thou canÞ# 
swim like a duck, thou art made like a goose. 

Trin. O Stephano, hast any more of this? JI 

Ste. The whole butt, man; my cellar is in a rA f 
by the sea-side, where my wine is hid. How nog ll 
moon-calf? how does thine ague? 


Cu 
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=calf : Cal. Hast thou not dropp'd from heaven? 510 


5 


48) Ste. Out o' the moon, I do assure thee : I was the 
troble man in the moon, when time was. 
ho Cal. I have seen thee in her, and I do adore thee; 


ov my mistress shew'd me thee, and thy dog, and thy 
gabe bush. | | 
living“ Ste. Come, swear to that; kiss the book: I will 
'd! furnish it anon with new contents: swear. 
tome] Jin. By this good light this is a very shallow mon- 
ter: afraid of him —a very weak monster: 
"right The man i' the moon !—a most poor credulous mon- 
ster: — Well drawn, monster, in good sooth. 521 
Cal. Þ'll shew thee every fertile inch o' the isle; 
st tho And I will kiss thy foot: I pr'ythee be my god. 
hithe]f Jin. By this light, a most perfidious and drunken 
hear monster; when his god's asleep, he'll rob his bottle. 
he bark Cal. I'll kiss thy foot; I'll swear myself thy subject. 
vas ca Ste. Come on then; down, and swear. 
Irin. I shall laugh myself to death at this puppy- 
hy tua headed monster: A most scurvy monster! 1 could 
50% find in my heart to beat him 
? Ste. Come, kiss. | 
an swf Tin. But that the poor monster's in drink; 
An abominable monster! Zh 
u can Cal. I'll Sher thee the best springs; I'll pluck thee 
berries ; | 
2 I'll fish for thee, and get thee wood enough. 
n a rA plague upon the tyrant that I serve! 
ow noW\fpl'tl bear him no more sticks, but follow thee, 
Thou wond'rous man. 
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Trin. A most ridiculous monster; to make a won. 
der of a poor drunkard. | 548 
Cal. I pr'ythee, let me bring thee where crab 
row ; 
And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts ; ; 
Shew thee a jay's nest, and instruct thee how 
To snare the nimble marmozet; I'll bring thee 
To clust'ring filberds, and sometimes T'll get thee 
Young scamels from the rock: Wilt thou go With 
me ? 


Ste. I pr'ythee now, lead the way, without am 
more talking. — Trinculo, the king and all our con- 
pany being drown'd, we will inherit here. — Here; 
bear my bottle! Fellow Trinculo, we'll fill him by! 
and by again, | | 59 

Cal. | Sings drunkenly.] Farewell, master; fare | 


well, farewell. 


Trin, A howling monster ; a drunken monster. 
Cal. No more dams ['ll make for fish ; 
| Nor fetch in fring 
At requiring, 
Nor scrape renicher, nor wash dish 
Ban' Ban', Ca Caliban, 
Has a new master get a new man. 


| Freedom, hey-day ! hey-day, freedom freedom, Þ 


hey-day, freedom ! 


Ste, O brave monster! lead the way, { Exeunt, i 


—— — — 
— — 
n —— — 


AC 


r 
1 


ct 11, Act III. TEMPEST. 51 bl 
Won. IH. NEN. 4 
54% 3 4 
crab: Before PROsPERO's cell. Enter FERDINAND * 
bearing à log. 3H 
| | Ferdinand, 4 
Tur xs be some sports are painful, but their labour 1 
Delight in them sets off; some kinds of baseness q 
wih, Are nobly undergone ; and most poor matters i 
Point to rich ends. This my mean task 1 
t any] Would be as heavy to me, as odious; but 9 
com] The mistress, which I serve, quickens what's dead, bl 
Here; And makes my labours pleasures : O, she is N 
um by} Ten times more gentle, than her father's crabbed ; i 
vol} And he's compos'd of harshness. I must remove 1 
fare. Some thousands of these logs, and pile them up, 10 i 
Upon asore injunction : My sweet mistress 9 
r. Weeps when she sees me work; and says, such Þ 
baseness | | 
Had ne'er like executor. I forget: | | 
But these sweet thoughts do even refresh my labours ; j 
% Most busy-less, when I do it. ; 


an, Enter MIRAN DA, and PROSPERO at à distance. 


>edom, 8 
Mira. Alas, now! pray you, 


rennt | Work not so hard: I would the lightning had 
Burnt up those logs, that you are enjoin'd to pile ! 
— Pray, set it down, and rest you: when this burns, 
Iwill weep for having weary'd you: My father 20 
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What I must strive to do. 


As well as it does you: and I should 2 it 


This visitation shews it. 
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Is hard. at study: pray now, rest yourself; 
He's safe for these three hours. 
Fer. O most dear mistress, 


The sun will set before J shall discharge 


Mira. If you'll sit down, 
I'll bear your logs the whule : Pray, g give me hat; 
Pl carry't to the pile. 


Fer. No, precious creature 3 


I had rather crack my sinews, break my back, 8 
Than you should such dishonour undergo, 


While I sit lazy by. 


Mira. It would become me 


With much more eaze ; for my good will is to it, 
And yours it is against. 
Pro. Poor worm! thou art 5 cted; 


Mira. You look wearlly. 


Fer, No, noble mistress; *tis fresh morning with 


me, 4 
When you are by at night, I _ beseech you 
( Chiefly that I might set in my prayers), 
What is your name ! 
Mira. Miranda: O my father, 
J have broke your hest to * SO |! 
Fer. Admir'd Miranda! 


> 2 S Seer 


— wt N * 


Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 
What's dearest to the world; full many a lady 
I have ey'd with best regard ; and many a time 


i 


t 11] 1 III. 


TEMPEST.” 


T he bann of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear: for several virtues 
Have I lik'd several women; never any 
With so full soul, but some defect in her 


Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow'd, 


| 


ng will 


The flesh-fiy bow my mouth: 


And put it to the foil: But you, O you, 


So perfect, and so peerless, are created 


Of every creatures best. 
Mira. I do not know 


One of my sex; no woman's face remember, 


Save, from my glass, mine own; nor have I seen 


More that I may call men, than you, good friend, 


And my dear father: how features are abroad, 
I amskill-less of; but, by my modesty 

(The jewel in my dower), I would not wish 
Any companion in the world but you ; 

Nor can imagination form a shape, 


Besides yourself, to like of: But I prattle 


Something too wildly, and my father's precepts 


1 cherein do forget. 
Fer, J am, in my condition, 


A prinee, Miranda; I do think, a king; 


IL would, not so!) ) and would no more endure 


This wooden Slavery, than I would suffer 


_SPCAak 


| The very instant : chat I saw you, did 


My heart fly to your service; there resides, 


Io make me slave to it; and, for your sake, 


1C 


Am! this patient log-man. 
| E ĩij 


Hear my soul 


Mira. 
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Mira, Do you love me ? 7 
Fer. O heaven, O earth, bear witness to th 
sound, 


And crown What I profess with kind event, 
If I speak true; if hollowly, invert 


Mira. My husband then? 
Fer. Ay, with a heart as willing 
As bondage e' er of freedom. 


Mira, | K 


What best is boded me, to mischief! I, 

Beyond all limit of what else i“ the world, A 

Do love, prize, honour you, F 

Mira. J am a fool, M 

To weep at what I am glad of. K 
Pro. Fair encounter c 

Of two most rare affections! Heavens rain grace 

On that which breeds between them! K 
Fer, Wherefore weep y A 
Mira. At mine unworthiness, that dare not offer 

What I desire to give; and much less take, 

What 1 shall die to want: But this is trifling ; 

And all the more it seeks to hide itself, d 

The bigger bulk it shews. Hence, bashful cunning! Þ ® 

And prompt me, plain and holy innocence ! 

I am your wife, if you will marry me; | 1 

If not, I'll die your maid : to be your fellow | 0! 

You may deny me; but I'll be your servant, 100} * 

Whether you will or no. 
Fer, My mistress, dearest, . 

And I thus humble ever. i 
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1 Mira, And mine, with my heart in't : and now 


£ farewell, 

Till half an hour hens. | 

Fer. A thousand, thousand! [ Exeunt, 
Pro. So glad of this as they, I cannot be, 110 


Who are surpris'd with all; but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. Tl to my book ; 
For yet, ere supper-time, must I perform 


Much business appertaining. Exit. 


— mm. 


SCENE II. 


Another part of the island. Enter CALIBAN, STE+ 


PHANO, and TRINCULO, with a bottle, 


Ste. Tell not me; — when the butt is out, we will 
drink water; not a drop before : therefore, bear up, 
and board *em : Servant-monster, drink to me. 

Trin. Servant-monster ! the folly of this island! 
They say, there's but five upon this isle: we are three 


of them; if the other two be brain'd like us, the 
1004 


state totters. 
Ste. Drink, servant-monster, when I bid thee : thy 


eyes are almost set in thy head. 


Trin. Where should chey be set ebe ? he were a 
brave monster indeed, if they were set in his tail. 

Ste, My man- monster hath drown'd his tongue in 
sack: for my part the sea cannot drown me: I 


am, ere I could recover the shore, five-and-thirty 


leagues, 
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56 TEMPEST. Act III. 
leagues, off and on, by this light.— Thou shalt be my 


lieutenant, monster, or my standard. | 130! 
Trin. Your heutenant, if you list; he's no standard. 


Ste. We'll not run, monsieur monster. 


Trin. Nor go neither; but you'll lie, like dog: 


and yet say nothing neither. 


Ste, Moon-calf, speak once in thy life, if tho 


be'st a good moon-calf, 


Cal. How does thy honour ? Let me lick thy shoe: | 


I'll not serve him, he 1s not valiant. 


Irin. Thou ly'st, most ignorant monster; I am in] 


case to justle a constable: why, thou debosh'd fich 
thou, was there ever a man a coward, that hath drunk 


so much sack as I to-day ? Wilt thou tell a monstrous 


lie, heing half a fish, and half a monster ? 143 


Cal, Lo, how he mocks me; wilt thou let him, my 
lord ? 


Tin. Lord, quoth he! 


such a natural! | 


Cal. Lo, lo, again: bite him to death, I pr'ythee. 


Ste. Trinculo, keep a good tongue in your head; 


| br 


if you prove a mutineer, the next tree The poor 
monster's my subject, and he shall not suffer indigniy, 


Cal. I thank my noble lord. Wilt thou be pleas d 


to hearken once again to the suit I made to thee ? 
Ste, Marry will I; kneel, and repeat it; I wil 
stand, and so shall Trinculo. | 155 


Enter 


that a monster should be 
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shoe: 


am in! 


1 fich 


drunk! 


Strous 


143 


Met III. 


n, my! 
a : 


uld be | 


ICC, 


= Poor 


rnity. 
$27.6 Where thou may'st knock a nail into his head, 


pleas'd 
) 


| I will 
155 


Enter 


head; a 
bring me to the party ? 
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Enter ARIE L invisible, 


Cal. As 1 told thee before, I am subject to a tyrant; 
a sorcerer, that by his cunning hath cheated me of the 
island. 
Ari. Thou ly'st. 
Cal. Thou ly'st, thou jesting monkey, thou; 160 
1 would my valiant master would destroy thee: 
I do not lie. | 
Ste. Trinculo, if you trouble him any more in his 
tale, by this hand, I will supplant some of your teeth, 
Trin. Why, I said nothing. 
Ste. Mum then, and no more To CAliban.] Pro- 
reed, | | | 
Cal. I say, by sorcery he got this isle; 
From me he got it. If thy greatness will 
Revenge it on him (for, I know, thou dar'st, 170 
But this thing dare not ) | 
Ste, That's most certain. | | 
Cal, Thou shalt be lord of it, and I'll serve thee. 
Ste, How now shall this be compass'd ! Canst thou 


Cal. Yea, yea, my lord; I'II yield him thee asleep, 


Ari, Thou ly'st, thou canst not. 

Cal. Whatapy'd ninny's this? Thouscurvy patch !— 
do beseech thy greatness, give him blows, 180 
And take his bottle from him : when that's gone, 


| He shall drink nought but brine; for I'll not she him 


Where the quick freshes are, 
| Ste, 


Mays 
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Or cut his ee with thy knife: Remember, 
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Ste. Trinculo, run into no further danger; i inter, | 
rupt the monster one word further, and, by this hand, / 
I'll turn my mercy out of doors, and make a «tock 2 
fish of thee. F 

1rin, Why, what did I ? 1 did en I' 5 
further off. [> 

A 


Ste, Didst thou not say, he ly'd ? 1% 

Ari, Thou ly'st. | | 

Ste, Do I 80? Take thou that. Beats inf 
As you like this, give me the he another time. 4 


Trin. I did not give thee the lie: Out o' 50 
wits, and hearing too ? A pox of your bottle 2 
this can sack, and drinking do.—A murrain on youf IT; 
monster, and the devil take your lingers! _ 1.3 


Cal. Ha, ha, ha! = 
Ste. Now, forward with your tale, Pr'ythee stat, 


further off. but 


Cal. Beat him enough; after a little time, 
I'll beat him too. 17 
Ste. Stand further. — Come, proceed. | 
Cal. Why, as I told thee, 'tis a custom with him 


* 


I' che afternoon to sleep: there thou may'st brain him ( 


Having first seiz'd his books; or with a log 
Batter his skull, or paunch lum with a take, 


First to possess his books : for without them 
He's but a sot, as I am; nor hath not 

One spirit to comps: They all do hate him, 
As rootedly as I : Burn but ins books; 

He hath brave utensils (for so he calls them) $ 
| Which 
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Inter Which, when ke has an house, he'll deck nel 
hand And, that most deeply to consider, is 
Stoch The beauty of his daughter; he himself 
Calls her, a non-pareil: I never saw a woman, 
Ig But only Sycorax my dam, and she; 
But she as far surpasses Sy corax, 
100 As greatest does least. e 
oY Ke. Is it so brave a lass ? 
ts lang Cal. Ay, lord; she will become thy bed, I warrant, 
And bring thee forth brave brood. 


00 J Ste. Monster, I will kill this man; his N e 
bottle and I will be king and queen; (save our graces!) and 


n YE Trinculo and thyself shall be vice-roys: — Dost thou 
lie the plot, Trinculo ? 
Trin, Excellent. 
ce stanl Ste, Give me thy hand ; 1 am sorry I beat thee ; 
| but, while thou liv'st, keep a good tongue in thy head. 
Cal. Within this half hour will he be asleep; 
Wilt thou destroy him then ? 
Ste. Ay, on mine honour. 
th him Þ 477, This will I tell my master. 
ain him Cal. Thou mak'st me merry: I am full of pleasure; 
Let us be jocund: Will you troul the catch, 
| You taught me but while-ere ? | 
er, Ste. At thy request, monster, I will do reason, any 
eason : Come on, Trinculo, let us sing. [ Sings. 240 
21474 em, and skout em andsRout *em, and flout em. ; 
N, Thought : is free. | 
Cal. That's not the tune, [AR IE L plays the tune 


wil | Ste, What is this Same? {| on a tabor and 1 
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1 This is the tune of our catch, play'd by dhe 


picture of nobody. 

Ste, If thou be'st a man, shew thyself in thy like. 
ness: if thou be'st a devil, take't as thou list. 

Trin. O, forgive me my sins! 


Ste. He chat dies, pays all debts : I defy thee :— | 
Mercy upon us ! 951Þ 


Cal. Art thou affeard ? 
Ste. No, monster, not I. 
Cal. Be not affeard; the isle 1 is full of noises, 
Sounds, and sweet airs, that give delight, and hurt not 
Sometimes a thousand twangling instruments 
Will hum about mine ears; and sometimes voices, 
That, if I then had wak'd after long sleep, 
Will make me sleep again: and then, in dreaming, 
The clouds, methought, would open, and shew riches 
Ready to drop upon me: that when 1 wak'd, 
I cry'd to dream again, 

Ste. This will rove a brave kingdom to me, wher: 
I shall have my music for nothing. 

Cal. When Prospero is destroy'd. 

Ste. That shall be by and bye: I remember the story, 

Trin. The sound is going away: let's follow it, 
And after do our work. 

Ste. Lead, monster; we'll follow. I wou'd, | 
could see this taborer : he lays it on. 270 


Trin. Wilt come? I'll follow, Stephano, | Exeuni, 
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/ te SCENE 111. 


like. Changes to another part of the island. Enter 
' ALonNzO, SEBASTIAN, ANTHON1o, Gon- 


e 2410, AbRi1an, FrRAncisco, &c. 


20 Gon, By'r lakin, I can go no further, sir; 
My old bones ache: here's a maze trod, indeed, 
Through forth-rights, and meanders! by your pa- 
tience, 
t nd I] needs must rest me. | 
: Alon. Old lord, I cannot blame thee, 
9 


Who am myself attach'd with weariness, | 

I Io the dulling of my spirits: sit down, and rest. 
„Eren here I will put off my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my flatterer: he is drown'd, 280 
Whom thus we stray to find; and the sea mocks 
n Our frustrate search on land: Well, let him go. 
nete Ant. [ Aside to Sebastian.] I am right glad that 
N he's so out of hope. | 
Do, not for one repulse, forego the purpose 


- SLOTY: I That you resolv'd to effect. 


1 W Seb. The next advantage 
Te Will we take thoroughly. 
on 40 Ant. Let it be to-night ; 
: 21" Wor now they are oppress d with travel, they 
cl WWill not, nor cannot, use such vigilance, 290 
when they are fresh. 


Keb. J say, to-night: no more. 


Yo EI Solemn 
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Solemn and strange music ; and Prospero on the to 
invisible. Enter Several strange Shapes, bringin; 
in a banquet; they dance about it with gent 
actions of salutation ; and, inviting the king 


Sc. to eat, they depart. 


Alon, What harmony is this? my good friends, hark 


Gon. Marvellous sweet music! 


Alon, Give us kind Wo, heavens! What wer | 


these? 
Seb. A living drollery: Now I will believe 


That there are unicorns; that, in Arabia 


There is one tree, the phœnix' throne; one phceni | 


At this hour reigning there. 


Ant. I'll believe both; 3000 


And what does else want credit, come to me, 


And I'll be sworn 'tis true: Travellers ne'er did lie, 


Though fools at home condemn 'em. 
Gon. If in Naples, 
I should report this now, would they believe me ? 
If I should say, I saw such islanders, 
(For, certes, these are people of the island) 


Who though they are of monstrous shape, yet, note, 


Their manners are more gentle, kind, than of 


Our human generation you shall find 3101 


Many, nay almost any. 
Pro. Honest lord, 


Thou hast said well; for some of you there present 


Are worse than * Lo 


Alon, I cannot too much muse, 


Suck |. 


III 


e 10%, 
n guns | 


gent! N 
king | 


hark 


5 


it wen 


zheenix | 
3001 


d lie, 
1e ? 


note, 


3108 | 
| [hunder and lightning. Enter ARIEL, like a4 


eSEnt 


Aide 
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Such shapes, such gestures, and such sound expressing 

although they want the use of tongue) a kind 

Of excellent dumb discourse. 

Pro. Praise in departing. Aside. 
Fran. They vanish'd Strangely. 320 
Seb, No matter, since 


n have left their viands behind; for we have | 


Stomachs— 
Will't please you taste of what 15 here! ? 
Alon, Not I. 


Gon, Faith, sir, you need not fear: When we were 


boys, 
Who would believe that there were mountaineers, 
Dew-lapp'd like bulls, whose throats had hanging 
at'em 
Wallets of flesh; or that there were nach. men, 


Whose heads stood in their breasts? which now, we 


find, 


| Fach putter out on five for one, will bring us 


\ Good warrant of. — If 
Alon. I will stand to, and feed, 
Although my last; no matter, since J feel 

The best is past . my lord the duke, 


Stand to, and do as we. 


harpy ; caps his wings upon the table, and, with 
a quaint device, the banquet vanishes, 


Ari. You are three men of sin, whom destiny 


= (That hath to instrument this lower world, 
Suaß 
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And what is in't), the never surfeited sea 

Hath caused to belch up; and on this island | 
Where man doth not inhabit ; you *mongst men 34 
Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad ; 


And even with such like valour men hang and drown! 
Their proper selvess ALON. SEBAs. and ih} 
Ye fools! I and my fellows rest draw their swordi| 


Are ministers of fate; the elements, 

Of whom your,swords are temper'd, may as well 
Wound the loud winds, or with bemock't-at stabs 
Kill the still-closing waters, as dimimish | 


One dowle that's in my plume; my fellow minister; | 
Are like invulnerable; if you could hurt, 3508 


Your swords are now too massy for your strengths, 
And will not be uplifted : But remember, 

(For that's my business to you) that you three 
From Milan did supplant good Prospero; 
Expos'd unto the sea, which hath requit it, 

Him, and his innocent child : for which foul deed 
The powers, delaying not forgetting, have 
Incens'd the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures, 


Against your peace: Thee, of thy son, Alonso, 


They have bereft; and do pronounce by me, 360 


Ling'ring perdition (worse than any death 
Can be at once) shall step by step attend 


You and your ways; whose wraths to guard ya 


from 
(Which here, in this most desolate isle, else falls 
Upon your heads) is nothing but heart's sorrow, 
And a clear life ensuing. 
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lle vanishes in thunder: then to soft music, enter 
| 2? the shapes again, and dance with mops and Mowes, 
| 350 and carry out the table. 
yy Pero. | Aside.] Bravely the 128 of this harpy hast 
nd thi thou 
ord Perform'd my Ariel; a grace it had, devouring ; 
Of my instruction bart thou nothing *bated | 
11 | Jn what thou hadst to say: so, with good life, 370 
bs | And observation strange, my meaner ministers 
| Their several kinds have done: my high charms work, 
*«ter, | And these mine enemies, are al] knit up 
3 In their distractions: they now are in my power; 
ths, | And in these fits I leave them, whilst J visit 
Voung Ferdinand (whom they suppose is drown'd), 
And his and my lov'd darling. 
[ Exit PROSPERO from above, 
| Gon, I' the name of something bah, sir, why stand 
leed you 
In this Strange stare? | | 
Alon. O, it is monstrous! monstrous!? 380 
Methought, the billows spoke, and told me of it; 
The winds did sing it to me; and the thunder, 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pronounc'd 
The name of Prospero; it did bass my 1 
Therefore my son 17 the ooze is bedded; and 
I'll scek him deeper than e'er plummet ! 


* 2e — — 2 * * 
— ——. ee i ob rs Eee LD Te ie. COR Rr en ON Oye OE RR 


— * 
ET — REY EIT wt crepe —— 


* 
— 


1 6 
— xz 


1 WAL au — . ; . X 0 
2 12 9 — — * VP * —_ © — 2 — _ # 

8 > . + Ss CEO VEN ere 25 9 TIE: 7 be 2 

‚/ „ , / ES RE SE; 


- 
dy 
85 — 


11 And with him there lie mudded. Exit. a 
6 Seb. But one fiend at a time, F 
, f 

| WW fight their legions o'er. ; 
i F uj Ant. ; 
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Ant. Lil be thy second. Exeunt. 300. ; 


Gon. All three of them are desperate; their grey W 
| guilt, T 
Like poison given to work a great time after, | Al 
Now gins to bite the spirits: do beseech you | W 
That are of suppler joints, follow them swiftly, Ne 
And hinder them from what this ecstacy | Tc 
May now provoke them to. | 80 
Adri. Follow, I pray you. Exeuni 5 
2 | 25 —=s 
ACT IV,” SCENE I. | r 
Fo 
5 | | W 
PRoOsPERO'S cell. Enter PROSPERNO, FERI Ih 
N AN D,; and MIRAN DPA. = 
| M. 
Prospero. ET) 
Ir I have too austerely punish'd you, | W 
Your compensation makes amends; for [I Or 
Have given you here a third of mine own life, 
Or that for which I live; whom once again Sit 
I tender to thy hand; all thy vexations W 
Were but my trials of thy love, and thou | 
Hast strangely stood the test; here, afore Heaven, 
I ratify this my rich gift: O Ferdinand, 
Do not smile at me, that I boast her off, | 
For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise, 101. 
And make it halt behind her. Di 
Fer. I do believe it, In 


Against an oracle. Pro, 


E R DI: 


en, 


101 


Pro. 
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Pro. Then, as my gift, and thine own acquisition 
Wolly purchas'd, take my daughter: But 
If thou dost break hes virgin knot, before 


All $anctlIMONnIOus Ceremonies may 


"With full and holy rite be minister'd, 


No sweet aspersions Shall the Heavens let fall 


To make this contract grow; but barren hate, 20 


Sour-ey'd disdain, and discord shall bestrew 
The union of your bed, with weeds so loathly, 
That you shall hate it doch: therefore take heed, 


As Hymen's lamps shall light you. 


Fer. As 1 hope 


For quiet days, far 1 issue, and long life, 
With such love as 'tis now; the murkiest den, 
The most opportune place, the strongest suggestion 
Our worser Genius can, shall never melt 
| Mine honour into lust; to take away 3 
The edge of that day's celebration, 

When I shall think, or Phœbus' steeds are 8 'd, 
Or night keep chain'd below. 


Pro. Fairly spoken: 


Sit then, and talk with her, she is thine own.— 
What, Ariel; my industrious servant Ariel! — 


Enter ARIEL. 


Ari, What would my potent master? here I am. 
Pro. Thou and thy meaner fellows, your last ser- 
vice 
Did worthily perform; and must use you 
In such another trick; go, wy the rabble, 40 
O'er 


. 
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 . 4 
O'er whom I give thee power, here, to this place = 
Incite them to quick motion; for J must _ 
Bestow upon the eyes of his young couple | 1 
Some vanity of mine art; it is my promise, 1 
And they expect it from me. 1 
Ari, Presently ? _ EL 
Pro. Ay, with a twink. | u 
Ari. Before you can say, Come, and go, B 
And breathe twice; and cry, 50, 50 ; E\ 
Each one, tripping on his toe, 1 V 
Will be here with mop and moe; * 
Do you love me, master? no. 8 
Pro. Dearly, my delicate Ariel: Do not approach H 
Till thou dost hear me call. T. 
Ari, Well, I conceive. [Lai A 
Pro, Look: thou be true; do not give dalliance 
Too much the rein; the strongest oaths are straw 
To the fire i' the blood: be more abstemious, _ 
Or else, good night, your vow! | 
Ter. I warrant you, sir; e 6 D. 
The white, cold, virgin-snow upon my heart Ww 
A bates the 8 of my liver. | FD 
Pro. Well, — Ar 
Now come, my Ariel; bring a corollary, M. 
Rather than want a spirit; appear, and pertly. — Ri 
No tongue; all eyes; be silent. [ Soft mus. 
dun 


4 Masque. Enter IRIõ. 


Iris. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas 
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and 3 


An 
FP 
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ce: | Thy turfy mountains, where live nibbling sheep, 
And flat meads thatch'd with stover, them to keep; 
Thy bank with pionied and twilled brims, 71 
Which spungy April at thy hest betrims, 
Io make cold nymphs chaste crowns; and thy broom 
TY roves, | 
Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves, 
Being lass-lorn; thy pole-clipt vineyard; 
And thy sea marge, sterile, and rocky-hard, 
NF Where thou thyself dost air; the queen o' the sky, 
Whose watery arch, and messenger, am I, 
| Bids thee leave these; and with her sovereign grace, 
Pproat'Þ Here on this grass-plot, in this very place, 80 
| To come and sport: her peacocks fly amain; 


Za Approach rich Ceres, her to entertain. 
lance r g | 


1W 


Enter CEREsS. 


| Cer, Hail, many-colour'd messenger, that ne'er 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter; 

Who, with thy saffron wings, upon my flowers; 

Diffusest honey-drops, refreshing showers; 

And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 

My bosky acres, and my unshrubb'd down, 
„.— Rich scarf to my proud earth; why hath thy 
t mul ueen | 
3 me hither, to this short-grass'd green? 
Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate; 91 
h leas And some donation freely to estate 
ease 1 On the bless'd lovers. 


Cer. 
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Cer, Tell me, heavenly bow, 
If Venus, or her son, as thou dost know, 
Do now attend the queen ? since they did plot. 
The means, that dusky Dis my daughter got, 
Her and her blind P's s scandal'd company 
J have forsworn. 

Iris. Of her society 
| Be not afraid: I met her deity 
Cutting the clouds towards Paphos; and her son 
Dove-drawn with her; here thought they to har 


done H 
Some wanton charm upon this man and maid, 9 Tc 
Whose vows are, that no bed rite shall be paid T 
Till Hymen's torch be lighted; but 1 in vain! Ti 


Mars's hot minion is return'd again; M 
Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows, : 
Swears he will shoot no more, but play with sparrofþ 50 


And be a boy right out. 1 M. 
Cer. High queen of state, . 
Great Juno comes; 1 know her by her gait, Ju 
Or 


Enter JUNO. 


Fun, How does my bounteous sister? Go with ng 
To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be, | 
And honour'd in their issue. | 


Jun. Honour, riches, marriage-blessing: 
Long continuance, and increasing. | 
Hourly joys be still upon you! Ke 
Juno gings her blessings on you. 
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Cer, Earth's increase, and forson plenty ; 
Barns, and garners, never empty ; 
Vines, with clust*ring bunches growing 
Plants, with goodly burden bowing ; 
Spring come to you, at the farthest, 

In the very end of harvest! 
; Scurcaty, and want, Shall hun you ; 
(a Ceres blessing $0 1c on YOu, 


Ter. This is a most majestic vision, and 
Harmonious charmingly: May 1 be bold 
To think these spirits? 130 
i Pro- Spirits, which by mine art 
I have from their confines call'd to enact 
My present fancies. 
Fer. Let me live here ever; 
"I rare a wonder'd father, and a wife, 
Make chis place paradise. 
Pro. Sweet now, silence: 
ha. and Ceres, Whisper seriously; 
here's something else to do: hush, and be mute, 
Or else our spell is marr'd. 140 


TY 


With "ly Ju Nx o and CERES E) er, and send IX Is 
be, 1 | on employment. 


Iris. You nymphs, call'd Naiads, of the i 
* brooks, 
g. With your sedg'd crowns, and ever harmless looks, 
Leave your crisp channels, and on this green land 
Answer your summons: Juno does command: 
Come, 


Ceri 
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Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate, 
A. contract of true love; be not too late, 


Enter certain Nymphs. 


Come hither from the furrow and be merry ; 

Make holy-day : your rye-straw hats put on, 

And these fresh nymphs encounter every one 100 
In country footing. | 


Enter certain Reapers, properly habited ; they ja 
with the Nymphs in a graceful dance; towarif 
the end whereof Prospero starts suddenty, ai 
Speaks ; after which, to a strange, hollow, an 
confused noise, they vamsh heaviy, 


* * 


Pro. Aside.] I had forgot that foul conspiracy Þ a 
Of the beast Caliban, and his confederates, 
Against my life; the minute of their plot Pr 
Is almost come. [Io the sp:rits. | Well done 

avoid; no more. fp. "3 
Fer. This is strange: your father's in some pas 
That works him strongly. | | 

Mira. Never till this day, 

Saw I him touch'd with anger so distemper'd. 

Pro. You do look, my son, in a mov'd sort, 100 
As if you were dismay'd: be chearful, sir: | 
Our revels now are ended; these our actors, 
As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air: 


And, like the baseless fabrick of this vision, 
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A be cloud-capt towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
' Thesolemn temples, the great globe itself, 
Vea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve; 

And, like this r ne pageant faded, 


As dreams are made on, and our little life 
I rounded with a sleep. Sir, I amvex'd ; 


1 Bear with my weakness ; my old brain 1s troubled : 
Be not disturb'd with my infirmity; 
ey ja chou be pleas'd, retire into my cell, 
y jou 
ward And there repose ; a turn or two 1 Il walk, 
y, af To still my beating mind. 
& all Fer. & Mira. We wish you peace, | 
3 | [ Exeunt FE R. and Misa 
; | Pro, Come with a thought : I thank thee : 
NITacy | Ariel, come. | | 180 
| PxosrERO comes forward from the cell; enter 
done: ARIEL to him. | 
| Ar. Thy thoughts I cleave to: What's thy 
e pass pleasure p 


Pro. Spirit, 
We must prepare to meet with Caliban. 
| | Ari, Ay, my commander: when I presented Ceres, 
it, 10081 thought to have told thee of it; but I fear'd, 
Les 12 might anger thee. 
Pro. Say again, where didst thou "DNL these 
varlets ? 


: Ari. I told you, sir, they were wo hot with drink- 


F ing P 
th ö 8 8 80 


| Leave not a wreck behind: We are zuck stuff 170 | 
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So full of valour, that they smote the air 


For breathing in their faces: beat the ground 19 


For kissing of their feet; yet always bending 
Towards their project : Then I beat my tabor, 


At which, like unback'd colts, they prick'd thi | 


ET 
Advanc'd their eye lids, lifted up their noses, 
As they smelt musick; so I charm'd their ears, 


That, calf. like, they my lowing follow'd, through 


Tooth d- briers, sharp furzes, pricking goss, ail | 


thorns, 
Which enter'd their frail shins : as last 1 left them 
I the filthy mantled pool beyond your cell, 


There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lake 200 


O'er-stunk their feet. 

Pro. This was well done, my bird: 
155 shape invisible retain thou still: 

e trumpery in my house, go, bring it hither, 
For stale to catch these thieves. 


| Ari. I go, 1 go. | LE 


Pro. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature 
Nurture can never stick; on whom my pains, 
Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost ; 


And as, with age, his body uglier grows, 20 


So his mind cankers: Iwill plague them all, 
Even to roaring:— Come, hang them on this line. 
| [PROSPERO remain, ꝛnvisill. 
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Enter Ax i E L loaden with glistering apparel, Sc. En- 
ter CALIBAN, SrE HAN O, and TRI vero, all 
Wel. 


Cal. Pray you, tread softly, chat the blind mole 
may not | 
Hear a foot fall : we now are near his cell, 
Ste. Monster, your fairy, which, you say, is a 
harmless fairy, has done little better than play'd the 


| ſack with us. 


Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss ; at which 


] my nose is in great indi gnation. | 219 


Ste. So 1s mine. Do you hear, monster! If I 


could take a displeasure against you; look you 


Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster. 
Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour still; 
Be patient, for the prize I'll bring thee to 


Shall hood-wink this mischance; thercfore, speak 


softly; 


All's hush'd as midnight yet. 


Trin. Ay, but to lose our bottles in the pool- 
Ste. There 1s not only disgrace and dishonour in 


| that, monster, but an infinite loss. 229 


Trin. That's more to me than my wetting ; Yet 


g this 18 your harmless fair 7 monster. 


Ste. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be o'er 


ears for my labour, 


Cal. Pr'ythee, my king, be quiet: See'st thou 


here, 


| This is the mouth o' the cell; no noise, and enter: 


Gy | Do 
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Do that good mischief, ahr may make this island 
Thine own for ever. and I, thy Caliban, 
For aye thy foot- licker. 


Ste, Give me thy hand: ] do begin to have blood | 


thoughts, 


Trin. O king Stephano ! O peer? 0 worthy Sie] 
phano ! 240 


„ 


Lock, what a wardrobe here is fin thee ! 

Cal. Let it alone, thou fool; it is but trash. 

Trin. Oh, ho, monster; we know what belongs u t 
a frippery : O, king Stephano ! ! 

Ste. Put off that gown, Trinculo ; by this han 
I' have that gown. 

Trin. Thy grace shall have it. 


Cal. The dropsy drown this fool: what do ye 


mean, 


To doat thus on such luggage ? Let's along, 


And do the murder first: if he awake, 950 5 


From toe to crown he'll fill our skin with pinches; j 


Make us strange stuff. 


Ste, Be you quiet, monster. Mistress line, is nag 


this my jerkin! Now is the jerkin under the lire: 


Now, jerkin, you are like to lose your hair, aud 


prove a bald jerkin. 


Trin. Do, do; we steal by line and level, andif I 


like your grace. 


Ste. I thank thee for that jest; here's a garment 


for't : wit shall not go unrewarded, while I am kn 


of this country: Steal by line and level, is an excel 
Pass of pate: there's another garment for t. 20502 


Trin. 


ct I, 


blood | 


y Ste. 
2408 
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is han 
Jo you 
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Wich aged cramps; and more pinch-spotted make 


s Than pard, or cat o' mountain. 
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; Trin. Monster, come, put some lime upon your 
ngers, and away with the rest. 
Cal. I will have none on't: we shall lose our time, 
And all be turn'd to barnacles, or to apes 
With foreheads villanous low. 
Ste. Monster, lay to your fingers; help to bear this 
away, where my hogshead of wine is, or I'll turn you 
out of my N go to, carry this. 270 
LIuin. And this. | | 
Ste. Ay, and this, 


A noe of hunters heard. Enter divers sþirits in 
Shape of hounds, hunting them about; PROsPKRO 
and ARIEL Setting them on. | 


Pro. Hey, Mountain, hey! 

Ari. Silver ! there it goes, Silver ! 

Pro. Fury, Fury ! there, Tyrant, there! hark, 
hark! TY | Re 


[To Ariel. ] Go, charge my goblins that they grind 


„ is na 


| their joints 
With dry convulsions; shorten up their sinews 


them 


Ari, Hark, they roar, WL - 
| Pro, Let them be hunted soundly : At this hour 
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies; 

Puortly shall all my labours end, and thou 


G 1 Shalt 


1 
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Shalt have the air at freedom : for a little, 


Follow, and do me service. [ Exe, 


CT. FV. SCENE I. 


Before the cell. Enter PRosPERO in his maj: 


robes, and ARIEL. 


Procpero. 


N o w does my project gather to a bead 1 
My charms crack not ; my spirits obey ; and Time 
Goes upright with his carriage. How's the day ? 
Ari, On the sixth hour; at which time, my lord, 
You said our work should cease. 
Pro. I did say so, 
When first J rais'd the tempest. Say, my spirit, 
How fare the king and his followers ? 
Ari. Confin'd together 


— — 
— — . 


In che same fashion as you gave in charge; 1 


Just as you left them; all prisoners, sir, 

In the lime-grove which weather-fends your cell; 
They cannot budge, till your release. The king, 
His brother, and yours, abide all three distracted; 
And the remainder mourning over them, 
Brim-full of sorrow, and dismay; but chiefly, 
Him that you term'd The good old lord, Gonzalo; 
His tears run down his beard, like winter-drops 
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From eaves of reeds: your charms so strongly work 
| enn, 
That if you now beheld them, your affections 20 
—==Þ|, Would become tender. | 
Pro. Dost thou think so, spirit? 
Art. Mine would, sir, were I human. 
Pro. And mine shall. 
Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions? and shall not myself, 
One of their kind, that relish all as sharply, 
Pass ion as they, be kindlier mov'd than thou art ? 
Though with their high wrongs I am struck to the 
dick, . | 
Time | Yet, with my nobler reason, 'gainst my fury 30 
y? Do I take part: the rarer action is 8 | 
lord, Þ In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent, 
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 
Not a frown further: Go, release them, Ariel; 
rit, My charms I'll break, their senses I'Il restore 
| And they shall be themselves. 
Ari. I'll fetch them, sir. [ Exit, 
Pro. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, and 
F groves ; | | 
ell; And ye, that on the sands with printless foot 
ing, | Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly hm 40 
ed; Wben he comes back; you demy-puppets, that 


By moon-$hine do the green sour ringlets make, 


J mag! | 


„ | Whereof the ewe not bites ; and you, whose pastime 
zalo : Þ 15 to make midnight mushrooms ; that rejoice 
5 Io hear the solemn curfew ; by whose aid 

Fro Ys (Weak 
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(Weak masters though ye be) J have be-dimm'd |} F: 


The noon-tide sun, call'd forth the mutinous winds, | A 
And 'twixt the green sea and the azur'd vault M 
Set roaring war: to the dread rattling thunder BY 
Have I given fire, and rifted Jove's stout oak if I. 


Wich his own bolt: the strong-bas'd promontory M 
Have I made shake: and by the spurs pluck'd up | T, 


The pine, and cedar : graves, at my command, TY? 
Have wak'd their sleepers; op'd, and let them forth P. 
By my so potent art: but this rough magic h 
I here abjure: and, when I have requir'd Th 
Some heavenly music (which even now I do), 
To work mine end upon their senses, that 5 
This airy charm is for, I'll break my staff, LS. 
Bury it certain fathoms in the earth, i u 
And, deeper than did ever plummet sound, 17 
I'll drown my book. [ Solemn MUS, Un 
Re-enter Ax iE L, after him All o N o, with a franti 5 
gestu re, attended by GONZZALO. SEBASTIAN alt Vi 
ANTHON10 in lhe manner, attended by ADRIAN 15 
and FRAN CISCO. They all enter the circle wii we 
PROSPE RO had made, and there Stand charm'd; F 30 
| which PROSPERO obserung, Speaks. 1 
| | ; | As | 
[ A solemn air, and the best comforter 10 


To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains, 
Now useless, boil'd within thy skull! there stand, | / 
For you are spell-stopp'd. = 
8 Holy Gonzalo, honourable man, OM 
| Mine eyes, even sociable to the shew of thine, 


Fal 
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Fall fellowly drops. The charm dissolves apace; 

And, as the morning steals upon the night, | 70 
Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 

Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 

Their clearer reason.— O good Gonzalo, 


My true preserver, and a loyal sir 


Io him thou follow'st; I will pay thy graces 
| Home, both in word and deed, Most cruelly 


Didst thou, Alonzo, use me and my daughter : 


| Thou'rt pinch'd for't now, Sebastian. Flesh and 
| blood, Et | 
| You brother mine, that entertain'd ambition, 80 


60 
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| Expell'd remorse, and nature ; who, with Sebastian, 

(Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong) 
Would here have kill'd your king; I do forgive thee, 
| Unnatural though thou art — Their understanding 


7 


Begins to swell; and the approaching tide 


Will Shortly fill the reasonable shore, 
That now lies foul and muddy. Not one of them, 
That yet looks on me, or would know me: — Ariel, 


Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell; — 

I will dis-case me, and myself present [Exit Ax IE I. 
As I was Sometime Milan — quickly, spirit; 

Thou shalt e'er long be free. | 


| AR1EL enters Singing, and helps to attire him, 


Where the bee sucks, there suck I ; 
In a cowsltþ's bell I lie 
| | There 
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And to thee, and thy company, I bid 


There I couch when owls do cry. 
On the bat*s back I do fly, 
After summer, merrily : 
Merrily, merrily, shall I live now, 
Under the blossom that hangs on the bough, 


Pro. Why, that's my dainty Ariel; I shall ni | . 


| thee ; 85 1g 
But yet thou shalt have freedom: So, so, 30. 29 
To the king's ship invisible as thou art: B 
There shalt thou find the mariners asleep 1 
Under the hatches; the master, and the boatswain, Þ O 

Being awake, enforce them to this place ; ö 
And presently, I pr'ythee. 80 
Ari. I drink the air before me, and return B. 
Or e'er your pulse twice beat. DEA B. 

Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and ama 
ment „ 
Inhabit here; some heavenly power guide us I 


Out of this fearful country! 
Pro. Behold, sir King, | 
The wronged duke of Milan, Prospero: 


For more assurance that a living prince 


Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body; 


A hearty welcome. 

Alon. Whe'r thou be'st he, or no, 
Or some inchanted trifle to abuse me, 
As late I have been, I not know: thy pulse 197 
Beats, as of flesh and blood; and, since I saw 2 H 
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The affliction of my mind amends, with which, 
| fear, a madness held me: this must crave 
An if this be at all) a most strange story. 
Thy dukedom J resign; and do entreat, 


Thou pardon me my wrongs :—But how should Pro- 
| SPECro 


all mig Be living, and be here? 
1 Pro. First, noble friend, 
— | Let me embrace thine age; whose honour cannot 
Be measur'd or confin'd. | 130 
Con. Whether this be, 
in, Or be not, I'll not swear. 
Pro. You do not taste 
| Some subulties o'the isle, that will not let you 
Believe things certain: Welcome, my friends all :— 
Eu But you, my brace of lords, were I so minded, 
ama = [ Aide to Sx B. and ANT. 
I here could pluck his highness' frown upon you, 
11 And justify you traitors ; at this ume 
I' tell no tales. | | 
Seb. The devil speaks in him. [ Aide. 
Pro. No: | | 
For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother 
Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankest fault; all of them; and require 
My dukedom of thee, which, perforce, I know, 
Thou must restore. 
Alon. If thou be'st Prospero, 
ive us particulars of thy preservation: 
N 2 Ho thou hast met us here, who three hours since 


Were 


wp * 
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Were wreck'd upon this shore; where I have lost, 

How sharp the point of this remembrance is! 

My dear son Ferdinand. 

Pro. I am woe for't, sir. 
Alon. Irreparable 1s the loss ; and patience 

Says, it is past her cure. | 
Pro. I rather think, 

You have not sought her help; of whose soft grace, 

For the like loss, J have her sovereign aid, 

And rest myself content. | | 
Alon. You the like los; - 168 
Pro. As great to me, as late; and, supportable 

To make the dear loss, have I means much weaker 

Than you may call to comfort you; for I | 

Have lost my daughter. | [: 
Alon. A daughter! | 

O Heavens! that they were living both in Naples, Þþ 

The king and queen there! that they were, I wich | A 

Myself were mudded in that o0zy bed, 1 

Where my son lies. When did you lose your daugbtet K 
Pro. In this last tempest. I perceive, these lords $h 

At this encounter do so much adnure, 171 

That they devour their reason ; and scarce think, 

Their eyes do offices of truth, their words 

Are natural breath: but, howsoe'er you have 

Been justled from your senses, know for certain, 

That I am Prospero, and that very duke j 

Which was thriust forth of Milan; who most strangeh“ 

Upon this Shore, where you were wreck'd, was landed 

To be the lord on't, No more yet of this; 


1 *,, 5, oy „ 1 Y fear hes hens 


Fil 
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For 'tis a chronicle of day by day, 180 
Not a relation for a breakfast, nor | 

* Befitting this first meeting. Welcome, sir; 

| This cell's my court: here have I few attendants, 
And subjects none abroad: pray you, look in; 

| My dukedom, since you have given me again, 

| I will requite you with as good a thing; 

ca | At least, bring forth a wonder, to content ye, 

I As much as me my dukedom. 


| The entrance of the cell opens, and discovers FER DI“UIͤ 
bl NAND and M1RaNDa playing at chess. 
e 


Mira. Sweet lord, you play me false. | 
Fer, No, my . love, 190 
I would not for the world. | 
| Mira. Yes, for a score of kingdoms, you Should 
ples, BB wrangle, 
| And I would FE it fair play. 
Alon. If chis prove 
ohterÞ} A vision of the island, one dear 20g 
lords Shall I twice lose. 
iin Sch. A most high miracle! 
ik, Fer. Though the seas threaten, they are merciful : 
1 have curs'd them without cause. 
Alon. Now all the blessings 200 
[FERDINAND Aneels. 


15h 


” of a 1 father compass thee about! 
strangehArse, and say how thou cam'st here. 
landed 1 Mira. O! wonder! 


Now many goodly creatures are there here! 


Fol How 


- OS . —— — 
2 "WT. wa ates An 2 — .. —— ——j—— . 
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How beauteous mankind 1s! O brave new world, 
That has such people in't! 
Pro. Tis new to thee. 3 
Alon, 2 is this maid, with whom thou wax i 


Your lie = uaintance cannot be three "RP | 
Is she the le that hath serv'd us, CN = 
And brought us thus together? | 
Fer. Sir, she's mortal; | 
But, by immortal Providence, she's mine: 
' I chose her, when I could not ask my father 
For his advice; nor thought, I had one; she 
Is daughter to this famous duke of Milan, 
Of whom so often I have heard renown, 
But never saw before; of whom I have 
Receiv'd a second life, and second father ö 
This lady makes him to me. 908 2 
Alon, I am her's: KF 
But, oh, how oddly will it sound, that L- 
Must a my child forgiveness! 
Pro, There, sir, stop; 
Let us not burden our remembrance with 
An heaviness that's gone. 
Gon, I have inly wept, | F 
Or should have spoke ere this. Look down, yu 
85 | 
And on this couple drop a blessed crown; | 
For it is you that have chalk'd forth the way 208 \\ 
Which brought us hither! 
Alon, I say, Amen, Gonzalo! 


Ce 


ENG | 


* | 


MW Re-enter Ax IE L, with the master and boatswaip 


1 


ict]. g 
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Con. Was Milan thrust from Milan, that his 


issue | 
Should become kings of Naples? O, rejoice 
Beyond a common joy; and set it down 
With gold on lasting pillars! In one voyage 
Did Claribel her husband find at Tunis; 
And Ferdinand, her brother, found a wife, 
Where he himself was lost; Prospero his dukedom, 
In a poor isle; and all of us, ourselves, 240 


| When no man was his own. 


Gol 


Alon, Give me your hands: 


| Let grief and sorrow still embrace his heart, 
That doth not wish you joy! 


Gon, Be't so, Amen! 


amazealy, following. 


O look, sir, look, sir, here are more of us! 
| I prophesy'd, if a gallows were on land, 
| This fellow could not drown :— Now, blasphemy, 


That swearest grace o'erboard, not an oath on shore? 


Hast thou no mouth by land? What is the news? 
vn, YOup 


Boats, The best news is, that we have safely 
found 251 


E Pur king, and company; the next our ship,— 


Which but three glasses since, we gave out split. 
1s tight, and yare, and bravely rigg'd, as when 
We first put out to sea. 


"xy Ari. 
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Ari. Sir, all this service 


Have I done since I went. { Asid, 


Pro. My tricksy spirit! 


Alon. These are not natural events; they strengthen 
Say, how came you 


From strange to stranger: 
hither ? 
Boats, If J did think, sir, I were well awake, 
I'd strive to tell you. We were dead asleep, 


And (how, we know not) all clapp'd under hatches, 


Where, but even now, with strange and seven 


noIses | | 
Of roaring, shrieking, howling, gingling chains, 
And more diversity of sounds, all horrible, 
We were awak'd; straightway, at liberty; 
Where we, in all her trim, freshly beheld 
Our royal, good, and gallant ship; our master 


Cap' ring to eye her: on a trice, so please you, 270 


Even in a dream, were we divided from them, 
And were brought moping hither. 
Ari. Was't well done? . 
Pro. Bravely, my diligence, Thou shalt & [ 4d 
be free. | | 
Alon. This is as strange a maze as e'er men trod; 
And there is in this business more than nature 
Was ever conduct of: some oracle 
Must rectify our knowledge. | 
Pro, Sir, my liege, 
Do not infest your mind with beating on 28 
The strangeness of this business; at pick'd leisure, 


Which shall be shortly, single I'll resolve you 
(Wh 


1 3 


if 
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(Which to you shall seem probable) of every 
1554, These happen'd accidents: till when, be cheerful, 
| And think of each thing well. Come hither, 


(then spirit; 4 | 
4 D | Set Caliban and his companions free : [ Aside, 
you 
[To ARIEL, 
e, Untie the pell. How fares my gracious sir? 


There are yet missing of your company 
hey, Some few w_ lads, that you remember not. 289 
seven | 

Ne. enter AR IE L, driving in CALIBAN, SrErHAN Oz 
% | and TrincuLo, in their stolen apparel, 


Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let no 
man take care for himself; for all is but fortune. 
Coragio, bully- monster, Coragio! 
Lin. If these be true spies which I wear in my 
I bead, here's a goodly sight. 
Cal. O Setobos, these be brave spirits, indeed! 
How fine my master is! I am aral 
[ Axial He will chastise me. 
Seb. Ha, ha! 
What things are these, my lord Anthonio? 
Will money buy them? 300 
Ant. Very like; one of them | 
Is a plain fish, al no doubt, marketable. 
| Pro. Mark but the badges of these men, my lends, 
hen say if they be true: This mis-shapen 
15Ure, ; knave, 
1 s mother was a witch; and one so strong 


(Wh 


ql trod; 


That 
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That could controul the moon, make flows and 


ebbs, | 
And deal in her command without her power : 
These three have robb'd me; and this demi-devil 
(For he's a bastard one) has plotted with them 


To take my life: two of these fellows, you 301 


Must know, and own; the thing of darkness, I 
Acknowledge mine. 
Cal. I Shall be pinch'd to death, 
Alon. Is not this Stephano, my drunken butler? 
Seb. He's drunk now: where had he wine? 


Ant. And Trinculo is reeling ripe: where shout 


| they 
Find chis grand liquor that hath gilded them? — 


How cam'st thou in this pickle? 


Trin. I have been in such a pickle, since I saw yo 
last, that, I fear me, will never out of my bones: 1 
shall not fear fly-blowing. 32 


Seb, Why, how now, Stephano? 


Ste, O, touch me not; I am not Stephano, but 
EI; 


cramp. | 
Pro. You'd be king of the isle, sirrah ? 
Ste. I should have been a sore one then. 
Alon. This is a strange thing as e'er I look'd on. 


Pointing to CALIBAN 


Pro. He is as disproportion'd in his manners, 
As in his shape: Go, sirrah, to my cell; 
Take with you your companions; as you look 

. . ; 0 
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely. 90 


Cal. Ay; that I will; and I'Il be wise hereaſier 


FEE 6 ew + ps 


And 


—_ 


—— 


301 
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| And seek for grace: What a thrice-double ass 


Was I, to take this drunkard for a god, 


And worship this dull fool? 


Pro. Go to; away! | 

Alon. Hence, and bestow your luggage where you 
found 1t. | 

Seb. Or stole it, rather. 

Pro. Sir, J invite your highness, and your train, 


For this one night; which (part of it) I'll waste 


To my poor cell: where you shall take your rest 340 


With such discourse, as I not doubt, shall make it 


should 


| Go quick away : the story of my life, 
| And the particular accidents, gone by, 


Since I came to this isle: And in the morn, 


I'll bring you to your ship. and so to Naples, 


aw you 


39 


erealter, 


Aud 


| Where I have hope to see che nuptials 


PR Of these, our dear beloved, solemniz'd; 


1 | Every third thought shall be my grave. 350 
>, but | To hear the story of your life, which must 
Take the ear strangely. 


And thence retire me to my Milan, where 


Alon, I long 


Pro, I'll deliver all; 


And promise you calm seas, auspicious gales, 

And sail so expeditious, that shall catch 

{Your royal fleet far off. — My Ariel; Sk [ Aside 
That this thy charge, then to the elements F 


Be free, and fare thou well !—Please you, draw near. 
| | [ Exeunt omnes. 


EPILOGUE. 


TEMPEST. 


EPILOGUE. 
| Spoken by PRoOsPBRO. 


Now my charms are all o'erthrown, 
And what strength I have's mine own, 
Whach is most faint : now tis true, 
Imust be here confin'd by you, 

Or gent to Naples let me not, 

Since I have my dukedom got, 

And pardon'd the deceiver, dwell 

In this bare island, by your ell, 
But release me from my bands, 

With the help of your good hands, 
Gentle breath of your's, my Saile 
Must fill, or else my project fails, 
Which was to please : Now I want 
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant : 

And my ending is desþatr, 

Unless I be reliev'd by prayer, 

Which pierces so, that it assaults 
Mercy iuself, and frees all faults. 


As you from crimes would pardon'd bt, : 


Let your indulgence set me free / 


HE BND. 
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ACT J. SCENE I. 


| A Street in Venice, Enter AnTHonIo, SALARINO, and 
| | SALANIO, 


Anthonio. 


Ix s00th, I know not why J am so sad; 

It wearies me; you say, it wearies you; 
But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 
What stuff *tis made of, whereof it is born, 

I am to learn: | : 
And such a want-wits sadness makes of me, 
That I have much ado to know myself. 

Sal. Your mind is tossing on the ocean ; 
There, where your argosies with port!y sail 
Like signiors and rich burghers on the flood, 10 
Or as it were the pageants of the sea 
Do over. peer the petty traffickers, 
That curtsy to them, do them reverence, 

As they fly by them with their woven wings. 
Sala. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth. 
The better part of my affections would 

Be with my hopes abroad. I should he still 
FPlucking the grass to know where sits the wind: 
Prying in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads: 

| ii And 


r 
F  — 
— 
- 
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And every object, that might make me fear 20 
Misfortunes to my ventures, out of doubt, 
Would make me sad. 

Sal. My wind, cooling my broth, 
Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
What harm a wind too great might do at sea. 
I] should not see the sandy hour.glass run, 
But I should think of shallows, and of flats; 
And see my wealthy Andrew dock'd in sand, 
Vailing her high top lower than her ribs, 
To kiss her burial, Should J go to church, 30 
And see the holy edifice of stone, | 
And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks? 
Which touching but my gentle vessel's side, 
Would scatter all her spices on the stream; 
Eurobe the roaring waters with my silks ; 
And, in a word, but even now worth this, 


And now worth nothing? Shall I have the thought 


To think on this: and shall I lack the thought, 
That such a thing, bechanc'd, would make me sad! 
But, tell not me: I know Anthonio 40 
Is sad to think upon his merchandize. 

Anthi. Believe me, no: I thank my fortune forit, 


My ventures are not in one bottom trusted, 
Nor to one place; nor is my whole estate 


Upon the fortune of this present year: 
Therefore, my merchandize makes me not sad. 
Sala. Why then are you in love. 
Anh. Fie, fie! 
Sala. Not in love neit] 
you are sad, N 
Because you are not me Py: 
For you, to laugh Wt a xy 


| — let us 520 


e as easy 50 
u are merry, 


Because 


ght 

it, 

ad! 
40 


rit, 


AY? 


50 
290 
LUSE 


You have too much respect upon the world : 
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Because you are not sad. Now by two-headed 


Janus, 


Nature hath fram'd strange fellows in her time: 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper ; 
And other of such vinegar aspect, 8 
That they'll not shew their teeth in way of smile, 
Though Nestor swear the jest be laughable. 


Enter BASSANIO, LoREN EO, and GRATIANO. 


Sal. Here comes Bassanio, your most noble 
kinsman, 


| Gratiano, and Lorenzo: Fare you well : 60 
We leave you now with better company. 


Sala, I would have staid till I had made you 
merry, 


| If worthier friends had not prevented me, 


Anth. Your worth is very dear in my regard. 


| 1 take it, your own business calls on you, 
And you embrace the occasion to depart. 


Sal. Grood-morrow, my good lords. 
Bass. Good signiors both, when shall we laugh? 
say, when? 


| You grow exceeding strange; Must it be so? 69 


Sal, We'll make our leisures to attend on yours. 
| Exeunt SAL. and SALA. 

Lor. My lord Bassanio, since you have found 
Anthonio, 


We two will leave you; but, at dinner-time, 
I pray you, have in mind where we must meet. 


Bass. I will not fail you, 
Gra. You look not well, signior Anthonio ; 


They 


8 "MERCHANT OP VENICE. Act 1, 


They loose it, that do buy it with much care. 
Believe me, you are marvellously chang'd. 

Anth. | hold the world but as the world, Gra. 

tiano ; 

A stage where every man must play a part. 80 
And mine a sad one. 

Gra. Let me play the fool : 
With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come; 
And let my liver rather heat with wine, 
Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 
Why should a man, whose blood is warm within, 
Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 
Sleep when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish ? I tell thee what Anthonio-— 
I love thee, and it is my love that speaks ; 90 
There are a sort of men, whose visages 
Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond: 
And do a wilful stillness entertain, 
With purpose to be drest in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 
As who should say, 1 am Sir Oracle, 
And when I ope my lips, let no dog bark ! 
O, my Anthonio, I do know of these, 
T hat therefore only are reputed wise, 
For saying nothing; who, I am very sure, 100 
ii they should speak, would almost damn those ears, 
Which hearing them, would call their brothers, 

fools. 

I'll tell thee more of this another time: 
But fish not, with this melancholy bait, 
For this fool's gudgeon, this opinion. 
Come, good Lorenzo: — Fare you well a while; : 
ll end my exbortation after dinner. 


Lor. 


ra. 


101, 


N 5 , 3 
3 . * - 
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Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner. 


time. 


; J must be one of these same dumb wise men, 
For Gratiano never lets me speak. 110 


Cra. Well, keep me company but two years 
more, 


| Thou shalt ot know the sound of thine own 


tongue. 
Anth. Farewell: I'll grow a talker for this gear, 
Gra, Thanks, i'faith; for silence is only com- 
mendable | 


In a neat's tongue dry'd, and a maid not vendible. 


T Exeunt GRA. and LoREeN. 7 
Anth. Is that any thing now ! | 
Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of no- 


thing, more than any man in all Venice: His rea- 
sons are as two grains of wheat hid in two bushels 
of chaff; you shall seek all day ere ye find them; 
and when vou have them, they are not worth the 
search. 122 


Anth. Well; tell menow, what b the same, 


| To whom you swore a Secret pilgrimage, 
ö That you to-day promis'd to tell me of? 


Bass. Tis not unknown to you, Avthonio, 


How much I have disabled mine estate, 
By Something shewing a more swelling port 
Than my faint means would grant continuance : 


Nor do I now make moan to be abridg'd 130 

From such a noble rate; but my chief care 

Is to come fairly off from the great dehts, 

Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 

| Hath left me gag'd : To you, Anthonio, 
love the most, in money, and in love; 


And 


And from your love I have a warranty 


| Within the eye of honour, be assur'd, 140 


I oft found both; I urge this childhood proof, 


To wind about my love with circumstance; 


In making question of my uttermost, 


And she is fair, and fairer than that word, 
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To unburthen all my plots, and purposes, 
How to get clear of all the debts I owe. 

Anth. I pray you, good Bassanio, let me knowit; 
And, if it stand, as you yourself still do, 


My purse, my person, my extremest means, 
Lye all unlock'd to your occasions. 
Bass. In my school-days, when I had lost one 
Shaft, 
I shot his fellow of the self. same flight 
The $elf-same way, with more advised watch, 
To find the other forth; and by advent'ring botk, 


Because what follows is pure Innocence. 
T owe you much; and, like a wilful youth, 
That which I owe is lost; but if you please 150 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt, 
As I will watch the aim, or to find both, 
Or bring you latter hazard back again, 
And thankfully rest debtor for the first. 

Anth. You know me well; and herein spend 

but time, 


And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong, 
Than if you had made waste of all I have: 160 
Then do but say to me what I should do, 

That in your knowledge may by me be done, 


And am I prest unto it : therefore, speak. 
Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left, 


{ct l, Act. I. MERCHANT OF VENICE. | 11 


Of wondrous virtues; sometimes from her eyes 
did receive fair speechless messages; 
Aer name is Portia; nothing undervalu'd 

wit; To Cato's daughter, Brutus? Portia, 
ENor is the wide world ignorant of her worth; 170 

140 For the four winds blow in from every coast 

Renowned suiters; and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece; 

t one Which makes her seat of Belmont, Colcho's strand, 
And many Jasons come in quest of her. 
, my Anthonio, had I but the means 

, . To hold a rival place with one of them, 

both, have a mind presages me such thrift, 


of, hat I should questionless be fortunate. 
E Anth. Thou knowest that all wy ſortunes are 
at sea ; 180 


150 Nor have I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum: Therefore go forth, 
t, Try what my credit can in Venice do; 
That shall be rack'd, even to the uttermost, 
To furnish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 
Go, presently i inquire, and so will I, 
Where money is; and I no question make, 
10 have it of my trust, or for my sake. | Exc. 


—ů 


— 


SCENE II. 


Room in PoRTIAa's Mouse at Belmont. Enter Pon rA 
and NRRISSA. | 


| Por, By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is 
Weary of this great world. 190 
| Ner. 


—— 


— . ad an SF IT 
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therefore, to be seated in the mean; superlluit 


own teaching. The brain may devise laws for 


*. 
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Ner. You would be, sweet madam, if your ni. 
series were in the same abundance as your good 
fortunes are: And yet, for aught I see, they an 
as sick that surfeit "with too much, as they that 
starve with nothing: It is no mean happiness 


comes sooner by white hairs, hut competency live 
longer. 

Por. Good sentences, and well pronounc'd. 

Ner. They would be better, if well follow'd. 200 

Por, If to do, were as easy as to know what 
were good to do, chapels had been churches, and 
poor men's cottages, princes* palaces. It is 
good divine, that follows his own instructions: 
1 can easier teach twenty what were good to be 
done, than be one of the twenty to follow mine 


the blood ; but a hot temper leaps o'er a coil 
decree: such a hare is madness the youth, to 
skip o'er the meshes of good counsel the cripple, 
But this reasoning is not in the fashion to choose 
me a husband: —0O me, the word choose! 1 ma 
neither choose whom I would, nor refuse whoml 
dis!ike; so is the will of a living daughter curb'l 
by the will of a dead father: ls it not hard, Ne. 
11=+2, that I cannot choose one, nor refuse none? 216 

Ner. Your father was ever virtuous - and holj 
men, at their death, have good inspirations; there. 
fore, the lottery, that he hath devised in these 
three chests of gold, silver, and lead (whered 


who chooses his meaning, chooses you), will, 10 


doubt, never he chosen by any rightly, but one 


who you shall rightly love. But what warmth 
3 there 


*. 


Ad 1 


ur mi. 
r good 
ey ate 
Y that 
ines, 
rfluity 
y lives 


ya; 
1. 200 
7 What 
2S, and 
It is1 
tions: 
| to he 
mine 
ws for 
a cold 
ith, to 
ripple, 
choose 
1 may 
phoml 
curb't 
d, Ne. 
127 216 
id holy 
there. 
| these 
chereol 
ill, no 
hut one 
xmath 1s 
there 


ct I. 


mere in your affection towards any of these 


for a man. 
mocker; but, he! why, he hath a horse better 
than the Neapolitan's; a better bad habit of 
ſrowning than the count Palatine ; he is every 
man in no man: if a throstle sing, he falls straight 
da capering ; he will fence with his own shadow: 
if I Should marry him, I should marry twenty hus- 
bands: If he would despise me, I would forgive 
him; for if he love me to madness, IL shall never 
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princely suitors that are already come? 


Por. I pray thee, over-name them; and as thou 
Enam'st them, I will describe them; and, accord. 
Ing to my description, level at my affection. 228 
Mer. First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 

5 Por. Ay, that's a colt, indeed, for he does no- 
th 


ing but talk of his horse; and he makes it a great 


Lappropriation to his own good parts, that he can 
hoe him himself: I am mach afraid my lady his 
mother play'd false with a smith. | 

© Ner. Then, there is the county Palatine, 
Por. He doth nothing but frown ; as who should 
Fay, An if you will not have me, choose : he hears. 
merry tales, and smiles not: I fear, he will prove 
the weeping philosopher when he grows old, be- 
ing so full of unmannerly sadness in his youth, I 
had rather be married to a death's head with a 


234 


bone in his mouth, than to either of these. God 
defend me from these two! 242 


Ner. How say you by the French lord, Mon- 


sieur Le Bon? - 


Por. God made him, and therefore let him pass 
In truth, I know it is a sin to be a 


frequite him. 256 


C Ner. 
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Ner. What say you then to Faulconbridge, th 
young baron of England ? 

Por. You know, I say nothing to him ; forh 
understands not me, nor I him: he hath Neithe 
Latin, French, nor Italian; and you will cone 
into the court and swear, that I have a poor pen, 
nyworth in the Ben. He is a proper man WW 
picture; but, alas! who can converse with : Wto 
dumb show? How oddly he is suited! I think, ſn 
he bought his doublet in Italy, his round hose in {th 
France, his bonnet in e and his behi. . 
viour every where. 28 

Ner. What think you of the Scottish lord, h 


Por. That he bath a neighbourly charity in hin; 
for he borrowed a box of the ear of the Euglig. 
man, and swore he would pay him again, when he 
was able: I think the Frenchman became hi: 
Surety, and seal'd under for another. 275 

Ner. How like you the young German, tie 
Duke of Saxony's nephew? 

Por. Very vilely in the morning, when hei; 
sober; and most vilely in the afternoon, when 
he is drunk: when he is best, he is little worde 
than a man; and when he is worst, he is little W 
better than a beast: an the worst fall that «va 
fell, I hope, I shall make shift to go without hin. 

Ner. If he should offer to choose, and choose 
the right casket, you should refuse to ne 
your father's will, if you Should refuse to accept 
him. | 287 


Por. Therefore, for fear of the worst, I pray 


thee, set a deep glass of Rheuish wine ON the con. 


trary 
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Ad] ”7 J. 


ge, th E. casket; for, if the devil be within, and that 
| Emptation without, I know he will choose it: 
for kJ will do any thing, Nerissa, ere I will be mar- 
neithe * to a spunge. 


Il come Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any 
Ir pen, F these lords; they have acquainted me with 
man {their determinations : which is, indeed, to return 
With ito their home, and to trouble you with no more 
think uit; unless you may be won by some other sort 
hose in han your father's imposition, depending on the 
\ beha, Wraskets. 300 
As Por. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will 
rd, hi; die as chaste as Diana, unless I be obtained by 
the manner of my father's will: I am glad this 


in hin; N parcel of wooers are so very reasonable; for there 
nglih. Js not one among them but I dote on his very ah. 
hen he Vence, and I pray God grant them a fair departure. 
me his Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in your fa. 


273 Withers time, a Venetian, a scholar, and a soldier, 

n, tie that came hither in company of the Marquis of 

Montferrat? 310 

n heis Por. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio ; as I think, 80 
when he was call'd. 

wore , Ner. True, madam ; he, of all the men that 


s little Never my foolish eyes look'd upon, was the best 
at eva deserving a fair lady. 


it him. Por. 1 remember him well; and I remember 
choose him worthy of thy praise. How now! what 
erforn news? 318 
9 Enter a Servant, 

pay Ser. The four Strangers seek for you, madam, 


1e con. Wo take their leave: and there is a fore-runner 
trary C i} 5 come 
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come from afifth, the prince of Morocco; who bring 
word, the prince, his master, will be here to-night, 

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with 5 
good heart as I can bid the other four farewell, | 
should be glad of his approach: if he have th 
condition of a saint, and the complexion of a de. 


vil, T had rather he should shrive me than wie WW rats. 
me. Come, Nerissa. Sirrah, go before. — pira 
Whiles we shut the gate upon one Wooer, another vine 
knocks at the door. 25 epa suffi. 
9 2 3 | I m: 
SCERRF mY © 1 

af public place in Venice, Enter Bass ANIO and SHYLock, 8 
Shy. Three thousand ducats—well. _ 331 8 
Bass. Ay, sir, for three months. tati 
Shy. For three months, - well. the 
Bass. For the which, as I told you, Anthonio Wi tall 
Shall be bound. | but 
Shy. Anthonio ball become bound, — well. pra 


Bass. May you stead me? Will you pleasure me! WI 
Shall I know your answer?; - 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, for three months, 
and Anthonio bound. 340 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Anthonio is a good man. 

Bass. Have you beard any impalo gen to the I1 


contrary ? | Bi 

Shy. Ho, no, no, no, No ;—my meaning, in Hi 
saying he is a good man, is, to have you under- Ti 
stand me, that he is sufficient: yet his means are If 


in 


8 


hn” oof 
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Ein supposition: he hath an argosy bound to Tri. 


polis, another to the Indies; I understand more. 


E over upon the Rialto, he hath a third at Mexico, 
Ez fourth for England, —and other ventures he hath 
squander'd abroad: But ships are but boards, 
sailors but men; there be land rats, and water 
nats, water thieves, and land thieves; I mean, 
pirates; and then, there is the peril of waters, 
E winds, and rocks: The man is, notwithstanding, 
sufficient: — three thousand ducats ! | 
{ I may take his bond. 358 


I think, 


Bass. Be assur'd, you may. 
Shy. I will be assur'd, I may ; and, that I may 
be assur*'d, - 


I will bethink me: May I speak with Anthonio ? 


Bass. If it please you to dine with us. 
Shy. Ves, to smell pork; to eat of the habi- 


tation which your prophet the Nazarite conjured 


the devil into: I will buy with you, sell with you, 
talk with you, walk with you, and so following: 


| but I will not eat with you, drink with you, nor 


pray with you. What news on the Rialto ?— 
Who is he comes here? 


Enter AnTRoNIO. 


Bass. This is signior Anthonio. 370 
Shy. | Aside.] How like a fawning publican 
he laoks! * | 5 


Lhate him for he is a Christian; 

But more, for that, in low simplicity, 

He lends out money gratis, and brings down 

The rate of usance here with us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip, 
BT ciij I will 
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J will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hates our, sacred nation ; and he rails, 


Even there where merchants most do congregate, | 


On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift, 380 


Which he calls interest: Cursed be wy tribe, 
If II forgive him! 


Bass. Shylock, do you hear? 
Shi. T am debating of my present store; 
And, by the near guess of my memory, 


I cannot instantly raise up the gross 


Of full three thousand ducats : What of that? 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 
Will furnsih me: But soft; How many months 
Do you desire — Rest you fair, n signior; 390 
[To AxxuM. 
Tour worship was the last man in our mouths. 
Anth., mar, albeit I neRhen lend nor bor. 
row, | 
By a nor by giving of excess, 
Vet to supply the ripe wants of my friend, 
I'll break a custom: — ls he yet Posses d, 
How much you would ? 
Shy. Ay, ay, three Won ducats. 
Ant h. And for three months. 
Shy. I had forgot, — three months, you told me so. 


Well then, your bond; and, let me see, But 
hear you; 5 400 
Methoughts, you weld; you neither lend, nor bor. 


| row, 
Upon advantage. 
Anth. I do never use it. 
Shy. When Jacob graz'd his uncle Laban' 
sheep.— 
T his 


0 


t 
) 


(As his wise mother wrought in his behalf) 


Should fall as Jacob's hire, the ewes, being rank, 
In the end of autumn turned to the rams: 


Between, these wooly breeders in the act, 

[The skilful shepherd peel'd me certain wands, 
And, in the doing of the deed of kind, 

He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes ; 

Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time 420 
Fall party.colour'd lambs, and those were Jacob's. 
This was a way to thrive, and he was blest ; 
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This Jacob from our holy Abraham was - 


ſhe third possessor; ay, he was the third. 
Anth. And what of him? did he take interest? 
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Shy. No, not take interest; not, as you would jy" 

60 say, 8 | 5 1 a 
Directly interest: mark what Jacob did. 410 5 
When Laban and himself were compromis'd, To 
That all the eanlings, which were streak'd, and 1 


y'd, . 


And when the work. of generation was 


And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. 
Anth. This was a venture, sir, that Jacob 
serv'd for; N | 
A thing not in his power to bring to pass, 
But sway'd, and fashion'd, by the hand of heaven. 
Was this inserted to make interest good? 
Or is your gold, and silver, ewes and rams? 

Shy. I cannot tell; I make it breed as fast :— 
But note me, signior, 430 
Anth. Mark you this, Bassanio. 

The devil can cite scripture for his purpose. 
An evil soul, producing holy witness, 
Is like a villain with a smiling cheek ; 


A goodly 
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Act J. 


A goodly apple rotten at the heart: 
O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath! 


Shy. Three thousand ducats,— — Tis a good 
round sum, 
Three months from twelve, then let me see the 
rate, 
Anth. Well, Shylock, shall we be beholden to 
ou ? 


Shy. Signior Anthonio, m many atime and oft 440 
In the Rialto you have rated me 
About my monies, and my usances : 
Still have I borne it with a patient shrug ; 
For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe: 
You call me—misbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
And spit upon my Jewish gaherdine, 
And all for use of that which is mine own. 
Well, then, it now appears you need my help: 
Go to then; ; you come to me, and you say, 
Shylock, we would have monies ; You say so? 450 
You, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold ; monies is your suit. 


What should I say to you? Should I not sa, 
 Huth a dog money? is it possible, 


A cur can lend three thousand ducats 2 or, 

Shall I bend low, and in a bondman's key, 

With 'bated breath, and whispering humbleness, 

Say this, —Fair Sir, you spit on me on Wednes. 
day lust, 

You s$purn'd me auch a day ; another time 460 

You call*d me dog; and for these courtesies 

Pl lend you thus much monies. 

Anth. I am as like to call thee so again, 


To 


ie 


to 


0 


9 
'S. 


60 


Lo 


A J. 


o spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not. 

| As to thy friends (for when did friendship take 

A breed of barren metal of his friend?) 

But lend it rather to thine enemy; | 
Who if he break, thou may'st with better face 

| Exact the penalty, 470 


Shy. Why, look you, how you storm? 2 


I would be friends with you, and have your loye, 

Forget the shames that you have stain'd me with, 
Supply your present wants, and take no doit 

| Of usance for my monies, aud ne not hear me; 
This is kind I offer. Jr, 


Anth. This were kindness. 
Shy. This kindness will I show :— 


| Go with me to a notary, seal me there 
| Your single bond; and, in a merry sport, 480 


If you repay me not on such a day 


In such a place, such sum, or sums as are 


Express'd in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleaseth me. 
Anth. Content, in faith; I'll seal to such a bond, 
And say, there is much kindness in the Jew. 
Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for me, 
I'd rather dwell in my necessity. | 490 
Anth. Why, fear not, man; I will notforfeit it; 
Within these two months, that's a month before 
This bond expires, I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of the bond. 
Shy. O father Abrabam, what these Christians 
ure; 
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Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others! Pray you, tell me this; 
If he should break this day, what should I gain 
By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 

A pound man's flesh, taken from a man, 500 


Is not so estimable, profitable neither, heb 


As flesh of muttons, beefs, or goats. I say F 
To buy his favour, I extend this friendship ; tr 
If he will take it, so; if not, adieu; 
And, for my love, I pray you, wrong me not. 
Anth, Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond, . 
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary's; W Mt 
Give him direction for this merry bond, | Th 
And I will go and purse the ducats straight 5 | To 
See to my house, left in the fearful guard 510 Br 
Of an unthrifty knave ; ; and presently | Bu 
I will be with you. [Exit, MW An 
Anh. Hie thee, gentle Jew. To 
This Hebrew will turn Christian, he grows kind, ] t 
Bass. I like not fair terms, and a villain's mind. N 
Anth. Come on; in this there can be no dismay, 1 | 
My ship's come home a month before the day. Po 
[Exeunt, W- ; 
By 
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| Belmont, Enter the Prince of Morocco, and three or four 


Misik x me not for my complexion, 

| The shadow'd livery of the burnish'd sun, 

| To whom I am a neighbour, and near bred. 
Bring me the fairest creature northward born, 


| To prove whose blood is reddest, his, or mine : 


| The best regarded virgins of our clime 19 
| Have lov'd it too: I would not change this hue, 
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Followers accordingly ; with PorRTIA, NERISsA, and her 
train, Flourish cornets, | 


F 


Morocco. 


Where Phœbus' fire scarce thaws the icicles, 
And let us make incision for your love, | 


] tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 
Hath fear'd the valiant ; by my love, I sware, 


Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen 
Por. In terms of choice J am not solely led 

By nice direction of a maiden's eyes: 

Besides, the lottery of my destiny 

Bars me the right of voluntary choosing: 

But, if my father had not scanted me, 

And hedg'd me by his will, to yield myself 

His wife, who wins me by that means I told yon, 

Yourself, renowned prince, then stood as fair, 20 

As any comer I have look'd on yet, 

For my affection. 
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Mor. 
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Mor. Even for that I thank you; 

Therefore, I pray youzHead me to the caskets, 
To try my fortune. By this scimitar, 
That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince, 
That won three fields of Sultan Solyman, 
I would out-stare the sternest eyes that look, 
Out-brave the heart most daring on the earth, 
Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she bear, 30 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 
To win thee, lady : But, alas the while ; 
If Hercules, and Lichas, play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 
So is Alcides beaten by his page; | 
And so may I, blind fortune leading me, 
Miss that which one unworthier may attain, 
And die with grieving. 

Por. You must take your chance ; 40 
And either not attempt to choose at all, 
Or sware, before you choose if you choose wrong, 
Never to speak to lady afterward 
In way of marriage; therefore be advis'd. 

Mor. Nor will not; come, bring me unto my 

chance. | 

Por. First, forward to the temple ; after dinner 
Your hazard shall be made. CE 


Mor. Good fortune then! Cornels. 
To make me blest, or cursgg'st among men. 49 
| | | 1 [Eæeunt. 
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SCENF 


Act 


I, 


Let IT, MERCHANT OF VENICE, — 


SCENE II. 


A Street in Venice. Enter LAUNCELOT Gonzo. 


Laun, Certainly, my conscience will serve me to 


run from this Jew my master: The fiend is at mine 
| elbow; and tempts me, saying to me, Gobbo, 
Launcelot Gobbo, good Launcelot, or good 
| Gohbo, or good Laucelot Gobbo, or use your 
| legs, take the Start, run away: My conscience 
says, no, fake heed, honest Launcelot, take heed, 
| honest Gobbo: or, as aforesaid, honest Launcelot 
| Gobbo; do not run, scorn running with they 


heels; Well, the most courageous fiend bids me 
pack; via! says the fiend; away ! says the 
fend ; for the heavens; rouse up @ brave mind, 


says the fiend, and run, Well, my conscience, 


hanging about the neck of my heart, says very 
wisely to me, —my honest friend, Launcelot, be. 
ing an honest man's son, —or rather an honest 
woman's son; — for, indeed, my father did some- 
thing smack, something grow te, Re had a kind of 
taste; — well, my conscience says, — Launcelot, 
budge not, budge, says the fiend; budge not, 
says my conscience: Conseience, says I, you 
counsel well: fiend, day, you counse well: to 
be rul'd by my couscience, I should stay with the, 
Jew my master, who, God bless the mark, is a 
kind of devil; and, to run away from the Jew, I 
Should be rul'd by the fiend, who, saving your re- 
verence, is the devil himself: Certainly, the Jew 
is the very devil incarnation ; and, in my consci- 


D ence. 
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ence is but a kind of hard conscience, to offer 


which is the way to Master Jew's? 


begotten father! who, being more than sand- blind, 


20. MERCHANT OF VENICE. | Act 11, Act I 


heseet 


to counsel me to stay with the Jew : The fend 
gives the more friendly counsel ; I will rm, 


fiend; my heels are at your commandment, I il 
run, 82 


Enter old Gonno, his Father, with a basket. 


Gob. Master, young man, you, I pray you, 
Laun. [ Aside. | O heavens, this is my true. 


high-gravel blind, knows me not :—I will try 
conclusions with him. 

Gob. Master young gentleman, I pray you, 
which is the way to master Jew's? 90 

Laun. Turn up on your right hand, at the next 
turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your 
left; marry, at the very next turning, turn of nc 
hand, but turn down directly to the Jew's house. 

Gob. By God's sonties, *twill be a hard way to 
hit. Can you tell me whether one Launcelot, that 
dwells with him, dwell with him, or no? | 


Laun. Talk you of young master Launcelot ?— WW tell 
Mark me now, | aside. | now will I raise the wa. ing 
ters :— e | | hid 

Talk you of young master Launcelot? 100 WW vil 
ob. No master, sir, but a poor man's son; his ( 
father, though I say it, is an honest exceeding are 
poor man, and, God be thanked, well to live. l 
Laun. Well, let his father be what he will, we abc 
talk of young master Launcelot. lot, 
Gob. Your worship's friend, and Launcelot, sir. WW i 
Laun. But I pray you ergo, old man, ergo, | ( 


beseech 


| Act IT. 


beseech you ; Talk you of young master Launce. 
lot? | 109 


master Launcelot, father: 
man (according to fates and destinies, and such 
odd sayings, the sisters three, and such branches 
| of learning), is, indeed, deceased; 
would say, in plain terms, gone to heaven. 


MERCHANT OF VENICE. 27 


Gob. Of Launcelot, an't please your mastership. 
Laun. Ergo, master Launcelot, talk not of 
for the young gentle. 


or, as you 


Gob. Marry, God forbid! the boy was the 


very staff of my age, my very prop. 


Laun. Do 1 look like a cudgel, or a hovel-post, 
astaff, or a prop? Do you know me, father? 120 
Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young 


gentleman ; but, I pray you, tell "wi is my boy | 
God rest his soul!) alive, or dead? | | 


Laun. Do you not know me, father ? 


Gob. Alack, sir, I amsand-blind, I know you 


not, 
Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes you 


might fail of the knowing me: it is a wise father 
that knows his own child. 


tell you news of your son: Give me your bless. 
ing: truth will come to light; murder cannot be 
hid long, a man's son may; but, in the end, truth 
will out. | 133 

Gob, Pray you, sir, stand up; Jam sure you 
are not Launcelot my boy. 

Laun, Pray you, let's have no more © toda 
about it, but give me your blessing ; I am Launce- 
lot, your boy that was, your SON | at is, your 
child that shall be. 

Gob, J cannot think you are my son. 140 
vj | Laun. 


Well, old man, I will 
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28 MERCHANT or VENICE. Mc 1, 


Laun, I know not what I shall think of that. 
but I am Launcelot, the Jew's man; and, Ian 
sure, Margery, your wife, i is my mother. 

Cob. Her name is Margery, indeed: Pl he 
sworn if thou be Launcelot, thou art my om 
flesh and blood. Lord worshipp'd might he he! 
what a beard hast thou got; thou hast got mot 
hair on thy chin, than Dobbin my thill-horse hz 
on his tail. 140 

Laun. It should seem then, that Dobbin's tail 
grows backward ; I am sure, he had more hair o. 
his tail, than I have on my face, when I last ay 
him, | 
ob. Lord, how thou art chang'd! How toy 

thou and thy master agree ? I have brought him: 
presefit ; How agree ye now ? 

Laun. Well, well; but, for mine own part, u 
I have set up my rest to run away, so I will not 

rest till I have run some ground: My master's: 
very Jew; Give him a present! give him a hal. 
ter: I am famish'd in his service; you may tell 
every finger I have with my ribs. Father, I an 
glad you are come: give me your present to one 
master Bassanio, who, indeed, gives rare new |. 
veries; if I serve not him, I will run as far as Gol 
has any ground.—O rare fortune! here come 
the man; — to him, father; for I am a Jew, if | 
serve the Jew any longer. | 168 


Enter BASSANIO, with LEONARDO, and a Follower or tt 
| more. 


Bass. You may do 80 but let it be so hasted, 
that supper be ready at the farthest by live of the 
clock; 


E1ct II. MERCHANT or VENICE. 29 
E-lock ; See these letters delivered; put the live. 
Tries to making; ; and desire Gratiano to come anon 
Eto my lodging. 173 
E Loun. To him, father. 

Gob. God bless your worship! 
Bass. Gramercy ; Would'st thou aught with me? 
Gob. Here's my son, sir, a poor boy 
Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew's 
E man ; that would, sir, as my father shall specify— 
600. He hath a great infection, sir, as one 
| would say, to serve 18 
| Laun. Indeed, the short and the long is, I 
serve the Jew, and have a n as my father 
chall specify 
Cob. His master and he (raving your worship's 
E reverence) are scarce cater- cousins. 
Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the 
Jew, having done me wrong, doth cause me, as 
my father, being I hope an old man, shall frutify 
unto you 190 
{ Gob. I have here a dish of doves, that I would 
bestow upon your worship; and my suit is 
Laun. In very brief, the suit is impertinent to 
myself, as your worship shall know by this honest 
old man; and, though I say it, though old man, 
pet, poor man, my father. 
Bass. One speak for both; — What would you! 2 
Laun, Serve you, sir. 

Gob, This is the very defect of the matter, sir. 
Bass. I know thee well, thou hast obtain'd 
thy suit: 201 
| Shylock, thy master, spoke with me this day, 
And hath preferr'd thee; if it be preferment, 
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30 MERCHANT, OF VENICE, Act II 


To leave a rich Jew's service to become 
The follower of so poor a gentleman, 

Laun, The old proverb is very well parted be. 
tween my master Shylock and you, sir; you haye 
the grace of God, sir, and he hath enough. 

Bass. Thou nannt it well: Go, father, with 

thy son: 
Take leave of thy old dier, andi inquire 210 
My lodging out: give him a livery 
To his Followers, 
More guarded than his fellows : see it done. 

Laun. F ather, in: — I cannot get a service, 
no; A have ne'er a tongue in my head. — Wall 
looking on his palm | if any man in Italy have a 
fairer table, which doth offer to swear upon a 
book, I shall have good fortune. — Go to, here's 
a simple line of life! here's a small trifle of wives: 
alas, lifteen wives is nothing; eleven widows, and 
nine maids, is a simple coming- in for one man: 
and then to *scape drowning thrice ; and to be in 
peril of my life with the edge of a feather- bed; 
here are simple *scapes! Well, if fortune be a 
woman, she's a good wench for this gear, — Fa. 
ther, come; lll take my leave of the Jew in the 
twinkling of an eye. 226 

[ Exeunt, LAUN, and old Goo. 

Bass. Tptay thee, good Leonardo, think on this; 
These things being bought, and orderly bestow d, 
Return in haste, for I do feast to-night 
My best esteem'd acquaintance ; hie thee, go. 

Leon. My best endeavours hall be done herein. 


Enter 


I 


Act IT. MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


Enter GRATIANO. 


Gra, Where is your master ? ER, >, 

Leon. Vonder, sir, he walks. [| Exi, Lxox. 

Gra. Signior Bassanio. 

Bass. Gratiano! 

Gra, J have a suit to you. 

Bass. You have obtain'd it. 

Gra. You must not deny me; I must go with 

vou to Belmont. 

Bass. Why, then you must; — But hear thee, 

Gratiano ; 249 


Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice 
| Parts, that become thee happily enough, 


And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 

But where thou art not known, why, there they 
Shew 

Something too liberal ;—pray thee, take pain 

To allay with some cold drops of modesty 

Thy skipping spirit; lest, through thy wild 
behaviour, | 


Tbe misconstru'd in the place I go to, 


And iose my hopes. 
Gra, Signior Bassanio, heaf me: + RA 
If I do not put on a sober habit; 
Talk with respect, and sware but now and then, 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely ; 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say, amen; 
Use all the observance of civility, 
Like one well studied in a sad ostent 
To please his grandam, never trust me more, 
Bass. Well, we shall see your bearing. 


Gra. 
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32 MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act Il, 
Era. Nay, but bar to-night ; you shall not gage 


me 200 
By what we do to- night. 1 0 

Bass. No, that were pity ; 
I would entreat you rather to put on 
Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends 
That purpose merriment: But fare you well, 
I have some husiness. 

Gra. And I must to Lorenzo, and the rest ; 
But we will visit you at supper-time. [Excunt. 


— 
— — 


SCENE III. 


SnyYLOCK's house. Enter JESsstca and LAUxcELor. 


Jes. IT am sorry, thou wilt leave my father so; 
Our house is hell, and thou a merry devil, 270 
Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness: 

But fare thee well; there is a ducat for thee. 
And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master's guest: 
Give him this letter; do it secretly, 

And so farewell; I would not have my father 
Sce me talk with thee. 


Laun. Adieu !—tears exhibit my tongue 


Most beautiful Pagan, —- most sweet Jew! ifa Chris- 
tian did not play thg knave, and get thee, I am 
much deceiv'd: but, adieu! these foolish drops 
do somewhat drown my manly spirit; adieu! [ Ex. 

Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot. 283 
Alack, what heinous sin is it in me, 
To be asham'd ta be my father's child! 


But 


e 
0 


1 


4% I. MERCUANT or VENICE. N 


| But though I am a daughter to his blood, 
am not to his manners: O Lorenzo, 


If thou keep promise, I shall end this strife; | 
| Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. [ Ex, j 
SCENE IV. (29 


| The Street, Enter GRATIANO, LoREvNZo, SALARINO, and 


| Disguise us at my lodging, and return 8 
All in an hour. | 


SALANIO, 


Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time ; 


Gra, We have not made nd preparation. 

Sal. We have not spoke us yet of torch-bearers. | 

Sala. Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly or- e 

dered:; $5 
And better, in my mind, not undertook. 

Lor. *Tis now but four o clock; we have two 
hours to furnish us ; 


Enter LAUNCELOT, with a letter. 


Friend Launcelot, what's the news ? 

Laun. An it shall please you to break up this, 
it shall seem to signify. _ | 301 

Lor. I know the hand: in faith, tis a fair hand; 
And whiter than the paper it writ on, 
Is the fair hand that writ. 

Gra. Love news in faith, 

Laun. By your leave, sir. 

Lor. Whither goest thou? 

Laun. Marry, sir, to bid my old master the ; = 
to Sup to-night with * new master the Christian. 


Lor. 
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34 | MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act II. 4ct 1 


Lor. Hold here, take this: — tell gentle Jessica What 
I will not fail her; — Speak it privately : go.— As th 


Gentlemen, | 312 Wand 
Will you prepare you for this masque to-night ? Why 
I am provided of a torch-bearer. [ Exit Laux. Le 
Sal. Ay, marry, I'll be gone about it straight. Sh 
Sala. And so will I, Li 
Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano, | col 


At Gratiano's lodging some hour hence. 
Sal. »Tis good we do so. 
| [ Exeunt SALAR. andSar.ax, 
Gra, Was not that letter from fair Jessica? 320 
Lor. I must needs tell thee all: she hath directed 
How I must take her from her father's house; 
What gold, and jewels, she is furnisb'd with; 
What page's suit she hath in readiness. 
If e'er the Jew her father come to heaven, 
It will be for his gentle daughter's sake: 
And never dare misfortune cross her foot, 
Unless she do it under this excuse 
That she is issue to a faithless Jew. | 
Come, go with me ; peruse this as thou goest : 330 
Fair Jessica shall be my torch-bearer, [Eæeunl. 


— . — — 


SCENE J. 


 SayLock's Mouse. Enter SKYLCCK and LAUNCELOT. 


Shy. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be thy 1 

jud IT | n 
The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio :—— a 
| What, 


N 0 
20 
ed 


MERCHANT OF VENICE, 


Act II. 


What, Jessica !—thon shalt not gormandize, 
As thou hast done with me ;— What, Jessica !— 
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out; 
Why, Jessica, I say! 

Laun. Why, Jessica! 

Shy. Who bids thee call? I do not hid thee ti; 

Laun. Vour worship was wont to tell me, that 
| could do nothing without bidding. 341 


Enter JEssicA. 


Jes. Call you? what is your will? 

Sky. J am bid forth to supper, Jessica; 

There are my keys: But wherefore Should I go? 
| am not bid for love; they flatter me: 

But yet I will go in hate, to feed upon 

The prodigal Christian. Jessica, my girl, 

Look to my house: — I am right loth to go; 
There is some ill a brewing towards my rest, 

For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 350 

Laun. I beseech you, sir, go; my young mas- 
ter doth expect your approach. 

Shy. So do I his. 

Laun, And they have conspired together, 
| will not say, you shall see a masque ; but if you 
do, then it was not for nothing that my nose fell 
a bleeding on Black. Monday last, at six o'clock 
the morning, falling out that year on Ash-Wed- 
nesday was four year in the afternoon. 

Shy. What! are these masques ? Hear you me, 

Jessica : 360 
Lock up my doors ; and when you hear the drum, 
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck'd fife, 
Clamber not you up to the casements then, 3 
N or 


. 


„ Wee 
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36 MERCHANT OF VENICE. . Act It 
Nor thrust your head into the public street, 
To gaze on Christian fools with varnish'd faces; 
But stop my house's ears, I mean, my casements; 
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober house — By Jacob's staff, I swear, 
have no mind of feasting forth to-night ; 
But I will go.—Go you before me, Sirrah ; 379 
Say, I will come. 
Laun, I will go before, sir. 
Mistress, look out at window, for all this: 
Tnere will come a Christian „ 
Will be worth a Jewess' eye. | Exif. Laux. 
Shy. What says that fool of Hagar's offspring, 
LY” 
Jes. His words were, Farewell, mistress; 
nothing else. | 
Shy. The patch is kind enough ; but a huge 
feeder, 
Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild cat; drones hive not with 
me: 380 
'Thereſore I part with him; and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow'd purse. Well, Jessica, go in; 
Perhaps, I will return immediately; 
Do, as I bid you, 
Shut the doors after you : Fast bind, fast find: 


A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. [ Exit, 
Jes. Farewell; and if my fortune be not erost, 
I have a father, you a daughter, lost. [ Exit, 


— — 


SC ENI. 


Act 


Not 


Act II. MERCHANT OF VENICE. 37 


SCENE VI. 


The Street, Enter GRATIANO, and SALANIO, in masquerade. 


Gra. This is the pent-house, under which Lo— 


Desired us to make stand. 

Sal. His hour is almost past. 

Gra. And it is marvel he out-dwells his hour, 
For lovers ever run before the clock. 

Sal. O, ten times faster Venus? pigeons fly 
fobeal love's bonds new made, than they are wont, 
To keep oblig'd faith unforfeited! 

Gra. That ever holds: Who riseth from a feast, 
With that keen appetite that he sits down? | 
ge Where is the horse, that doth untread again 400 

His tedious measures with the unbated fire 

That he did pace them first ? all things that are, 
th Are with more spirit chased than enjoy'd. 
80 Wh How like a younker, or a prodigal, 
The scarfed bark puts from her native bay, 
Hugg'd and embraced by the strumpet wind! 
How like a prodigal doth she return; 
With over-weather'd ribs, and ragged sails, 
Lean, rent, and beggar'd by the strumpet wind! 


U 


Enter LoRENZZO. 


- Sal, Here comes Lorenzo ;— more of this 
it, hereafter, 410 
Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long 
abode; 
Pot I, but my affairs, have made you wait: - 
VI E | When 
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38 MEnCANT or VENICE. Act Il. 


When you shall please to play the thieves for wives, 
I'll watch as long for you then. Approach; 
Here dwells my father Jew :—Ho! who's within? 


JESSICA above, in boy's clothes, 


Jes. Who are you? tell me, for more certainty, 
Albeit, I'll swear that I do know your tongue, 
Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love. 
Jes. Lorenzo, certain ; and thy love, indeed: 
For who love I so much? and know who knows, 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am yours ? 421 
Lor. Heaven, and thy thoughts, are witness 
that thou art. 
Jes. Here, catch this casket ; it is worth thy 
| pains. 
I am glad *tis night, you do not look on me, 
For I am much asham'd of my exchange : 
But love is blind, and lovers cannot see 
The pretty follies that themselves commit; 
For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To see me thus transformed to a boy. 
Lor. Descend, for you must be my torch- bearer. 
Jes. What, must I hold a candle to my $hames ? 
They in themselves, good sooth, are too too light. 
Why, *'tis an office of discovery, love; 433 
And I should be obscur'd. ; 
Lor. So are you, sweet, 
Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 
But come at once ; 
For the close night doth play the run aw ay, 
And we are staid for at Bassanio's feast. 
Jes, 1 k fast the doors, and gild ge 780 
With 


TI 


IT, 
g? 
It, 
39 


alf 
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Act II. 


With some more ducats, and be with you straight. 


MERCHANT OF VENICE. 39 


Exit from above. 
Gra, Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew. 
Lor. Beshrew me, but I love her heartily : 443 


For she is wise, if I can judge of her; 

And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true; 

And true she is, as she hath prov'd herself; 
And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true, 
| Shall she be plac'd in my constant soul. 


Enter IxssicA, below, 


What, art thon come ?—On gentlemen, away ; 
Our r mates by this time for us stay. 450 
[ Exif, with JEss ICA, Go. 


Enter ANTHONIO. 


Anth. Who's there? 
Gra. Signior Anthonio ! 
Anth. Fie, fie, Gratiano ; where are all the rest? 
'Tis nine o' clock; our friends all stay for you: 
No masque to night; the wind is come about, 
Bassanio presently will go abroad: 
[ have sent twenty out to seek for you. 
Gra, J am glad on't; I desire no more delight, 
Than to be under sail, and gone k [ Exeunt. 


ed 


SCENE VII. 


Belmont, Enter PoRTI1A, with the Prince of Morocco, and 
Ne both their trains, | | 
Por. Go, draw aside the curtains, and discover 
The several caskets to this noble prince :— 461 
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WO - MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act Il. Act 


Now make your choice. And 
Mor. The first, of gold, who this inscriptica WM We 
bears ; As n 
Who chooseth me,shall gain what many men desire. [ do 
The second, silver, which this promise carries; In £ 
Who choogeth me, shall get as much as e But 
deserves. Wh 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt ;— Let 
Who chooseth me, must give and hazard all he Wi 
hath, 


How shall I know if I do choose tho right? 
Por. The one of en contains my picture, 
prince; 47⁰ 
If you choose that, then I am yours withal. 
Mor. Some God direct my judgment ? Let me 
see, 
I will survey the inscriptions back again: 
What says this leaden casket? 
Who chooseth me, must give and hazard all he 
| hath.- 
Must give—For what? for lend ? hazard for lead? 
This casket threatens : Men, that hazard all, 
Do it in hope of fair advantages : 
A golden mind stoops not to shews of dross ; 
I'll then not give, nor hazard, ought for lead. 480 
What says the silver, with her virgin hue? 
Mao chooseth me, shall get as much as he 
deserves. 
As much as he deserves ?—Pause 8 Morocco, 
And weigh thy value with an even hand: 
If thou be'st rated by thy estimation, 
Thou dost deserve enough; and yet enough 
an not extend so far as to * lady; - 


Aud 


he 


Act Il. 


MERCHANT OF VENICE, 41 


And yet to be afeard of my deserving, 

Were but a weak disabling of myself. 

As much as I deserve !- Why, that's the lady: 490 

[do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes, 

In graces, and in qualities of breeding; 

But more than these, in love I do deserve her. 

What if I stray'd no further, but chose here? — 

Let's see once more this saying grav'd in gold. — 

Who chooseth me, Shall gain what mauy men 
desire. 

Why, that's the lady; all the world desires her: 

From the four corners of the earth they come, 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint. 

The Hyrcanian deserts, and the vasty wilds 500 

Of wide Arabia, are as thorough-fares now, 

For princes to come view fair Portia : 

The wat'ry kingdom, whose ambitious head 

spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 

To stop the foreign spirits: but they come, 

As o'er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

One of these three contains her heavenly picture. 

Is't like that lead contains her ? *Twere damnation 

To think so base a thought; it were too gross 

To rib her cerecloth in the obscure grave. 510 

Or shall I think, in silver she's immur'd, 

Being ten times undervalu'd to try'd gold ? 

O'sinful thought! Never so rich a gem 

Was set in worse than gold, They have in Eng. 
land 

A coin that bears the figure of an angel 

Stamp'd in gold; but that's insculp'd upon; 

But here an angel in a golden bed. 


Lies all within, ——Deliver me the key ; | 
E 11} | Here 
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42 MERCHANT OT VENICE. = 1, Act 


Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may ! An 
Por. There, take it, prince, and if my form lic > 

5 there, 52⁰0 on 
Then I am yours, - [Unlocking the gold cus fel. W. 


Mor. O hell! what have we here? | 
A carrion death, within whose empty eye 
There is a written scroll? PI read the writing: 


All that glisters is not gold ; 

Often have you heard that told: 

Many a man his life hath sold, 

But my outside to behold : 

Gilded tombs do worms infold, 

Had you been as wise as bold, 530 
Young in limbs, in judgment old, 

Your answer had not been inscrol'd: 
Fare you well: your Suit is cold. 


Mor. Cold, indeed; and labour lost: 
| Then, farewell heat, and welcome, frost.— 
Portia, adieu! I have too griev'd a heart 
To take a tedious leave: thus losers part. [Exit. 
Por. A gentle riddance : Draw the cur. 
tains, go :— 
Let all of his complexion choose me so. | Exeunt. 


— 


— — N 


SCENE VII. — 


Venice, Enter SalARINo, and SALANIO., f 


Sal. Why man, I saw Bassanio under sail ; 540 
| With him is Gratiano gone along ; : 
Ten -f | An 


0 


Act II. 


MERCHANT OF VENICE. 43 


And in their ship, I am sure, Lorenzo is not. 

Sala. The villain Jew with outcries rais'd the 
duke; 

Who went with him to search Batten ship. 
Sal. He came too late, the ship was under sail: 

But there the duke was given to understand, 

That in a gondola were seen together 

Lorenzo and his amarous Jessica: 

Besides, Anthonio certify'd the duke, 


They were not with Bassanio in his ship. 550 


Sala. I never heard a passion so confus'd, 
So strange, outrageous, and so variable, 
As the dog Jew did utter in the streets; 
My daughter !—O my ducats IO my daughter ! 
Fled with a Christian 2—O my Christian ducats! 
Justice the law! my ducals, and my daugh. 

ter |—— 

A sealed bag, two sealed bags of ducats, 


f double ducats, Son from me by my daugh. 


ter! 
And zewels; two stones, two rich and precious 
___ Fsfones, 

SloÞn by my daughter !—Justice! find the girl! 
She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats. 561 
Sal. Why all the boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying—his stones, his daughter, and his ducats. 


Sala. Let good Anthonio look he keep his day, 


Or he shall pay for this. 
Sal. Marry, well remember'd ; 
I reason'd with a Frenchman yesterday ; j 
Who told me, —in the narrow seas, that part 
The French and English, there miscarried 
A vessel of our country, richly fraught: 570 


I thought - 
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44 | MERCHANT or VENICE, Act II. Act 


I thought upon Anthonio when he told me; The 
And wish'd in silence, that it were not his. And 
Sala. You were best to tell Anthonio what yon 
hear; _ 
Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve him, 
Sal. A kinder gentleman treads not the earth, WW 7 


I saw Bassanio and Anthonio part ; 

Bassanio told him would make some speed 

Of his return; he answer'd, Do not so, 

Slubber not business for my sake, Bassanio, 

But stay the very riping of the time; 580 

And for the Jew's bond, which he hath of me, 

Let it not enter in your mind of love: 

Be merry; and employ your chiefest thoughts 

To courtship, and such fair ostend of love 

As shall conveniently become you there: 

And even there, his eye being big with tears, 

Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 

And, with affection wondrous sensible, 

He wrung Bassanio's hand, and so they parted. 
Sala. 1 think ; he only loves the world for him. 

I pray thee, let as go, and find him out, 591 

And quicken his embraced heaviness 
With some delight or other. 
Sal. Do we o. | [ Exetunt, 


: 5 ER 
SCENE IX. 4 


Belmont, Enter NERISs A, with a Servant. 


Ner. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the ( 


curtain straight; : 
The 


I. 


you 


th, 


he 


| Act II. 


| The prince of Arragon hath ta'en his oath, 
| And comes to his election presently. 


MERCHANT OF VENICE, 45 


Enter ARRAGON, his train ; PoRTIA, with hers. Flourish 
of cornets, 


Por, Behold, there stand the caskets, noble 
prince. 


| If you choose that wherein I am 1 contain'd, 


Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz'd; 600 


But if you fail, without more speech, my lord, 
| You must be gone from hence immediately. 


Ar. I am enjoin'd by oath to observe three 
things: 


First, never to unfold to any one 


Which casket twas I chose; next, if I fail 
Of the right casket, never in my life 
To woo a maid in way of marriage ; lastly, 


If I do fail in fortune of my choice, 


Immediately to leave you, and be gone. 
Por. To these injunctions every one dothswear, 
That comes to hazard for my worthless self. 611 
Ar. And so have I addrest me: Fortune now 
To my heart's hope !—Gold, silver, and base lead. 
Who chooseth me, mus! give and hazard all he 
hath : 

You shall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard. 

What says the golden chest? ha! let me ee ;(—— 

Who chooseth me, shall gain what many men 
desire. 

What many men desire. —— That many may 50 
meant | 

Of the fool multitude that choose by show, 


Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach ; 
Which 
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46 MERCHANT OF vr NICE. Act Il. Act 


Which pries not to the interior, but, like the How 
martlet, hc 

; Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 622. 
Even in the force and road of casuality. Did 
I will not choose what many men desire, Is th 
Because I will not jump with common spirits, ö P 
And rank me with the barbarous multitudes. | And 
Why, then to thee, thou silver treasure-house; 12 


Tell me once more what title thou dost bear: 

W ho chiooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves; 

And well said too; for who shall go about 690 

To cozen fortune, and be honourable 

Without this stamp of merit ? Let none presume 

To wear an undeserved dignity. 

O, that estates, degrees, and offices, 

Were not deriv'd corruptly ! and that clear honour 

Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer ! 

How many then should cover, that stand bare? 

How many be commanded, that command? 

How much low peasantry would then be gleaned 

From the true seed of honour ! ! and how much 
honour | 649 

Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times, 

To be new varnish'd? Well, but to my choice: 

W ho chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves: 

J will assume desert: Give me a key for this, 

And instantly unlock my fortunes here. 

Por, Too long a pause for that which you find 
there. 
Ar. What's here, the portrait of a blinking 

idiot, 

Presenting me a schedule? T will read it. 

How much unlike art thou to Portia 3 


How 


— 


Lict II. MERCHANT OP YENICE. 47 


the How much unlike my hopes and my deservings! 
uo chooseth me, Shall have as much as he de- 

62 — $47 068- | 651 
Did I deserve no more than a fool's head? 

Ils that my prize? are my deserts no better? 

Por. To offend, and judge, are distinct offices, 

And of opposed natures, 

| Ar, What is here ? 


5 * 
„ The fire seven times tried this ; 
630 We Seven times tried that judgment is, 
F That did never choose amiss : 
ne Some there be, that Shadows kiss; 660 


Such have but a shadow's bliss : 
There be fools alive, I wis, 
ou Silver'd oer; and so was this, 
| Take what wife you will to bed, 


f I will ever be your head : 

7 So be gone, sir, you are sped.' 

uch N 5 

640 Ar. Still more fool I shall appear | 
By the time I linger here: 5 

..- With one fool's head I came to woo, 5 

es: But i go away with two, —— _ 670 1 

| | Sweet, adieu; I'll keep my oath, 

i Patiently to bear my wroth, [Eæeunt. 

ind Por. Thus hath the candle sing'd the moth. 


O these deliberate fools! when they do choose, 
ing They have the wisdom by their wit to lose. 
Ner. The ancient saying is no heresy ;—— 
Hanging and wiving goes by destiny. 
Por, Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa. 
FRE | | Finter 
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48 | MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act III. 


| Enter a Servant. 
Serv, Where is my lady? 
Por, Here ; what would my lord ? 680 
Serv. Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that comes before 
To signify the approaching of his lord: 
From whom he bringeth sensible regreets ; 
To wit, besides commends, and courteous breath, 
Gifts of rich value; yet I have not seen 
So likely an ambassador of love: 
A day in April never came so sweet, 
To shew how costly summer was at hand, 
As this fore.spurrer comes before his lord. 690 
Por, No more, I pray thee, I am half afeard, 
Thou wilt say anon, he is some kin to thee, 
Thou spend'st such high-day wit in praising him, 
Come, come, Nerissa ; for I long to see 
Quick Cupid's post, that comes so mannerly. 
Ner. Bassanio, lord, love, if thy will it be! 
. [Exeunt. 


* 


. — — —_—— — 


ACT III. SCENE I. 


A Street in Venice, Enter SALANIO, and SALARINO. 


Sala. 


Now, what news on the Rialto? 

Sal. Why, yet it lives there uncheck'd, that 
Anthonio hath a ship of rich lading wreck'd 2 
4 : the 


II, 


90 


But it is true, 


Act III. 


the narrow seas; the Goodwins, I think they call 
the place; a very dangerous flat, and fatal, where 
the carcases of many a tall ship lie buried, as they 


say, if my gossip report be an honest woman of 
her word. 


Sala. IL would she were as lying a gossip in that, 
as ever knapt ginger, or made her neighbours "bg 
lieve she wept for the death of a third husband : 
without any slips of proxility, 
or crossing the plain high-way of talk,—that the 
good Anthonio, the honest Anthonio, ——©O that 
| had a title good enough to keep his name com- 
pany !—— | 15 

Fal. Come the full stop. 

Sala, Ha, - what say'st thou >—Why the end 
is, he hath lost a ship. 

Fal. I would it might prove end of his losses! 


Sala Let me say amen betimes, lest the devil 


cross thy prayer; for here he comes in the like- 
ness of a Jew. 22 


Enter Suvrock. 


How now, Shylock : what news among the mer. 
chants 5 

Shy. You knew, none so well, none so well as 
you, of my daughter's flight. 

Sal. That's certain: I, for my part, knew the 
tailor that made the wings She flew withal. 


Sulg. And Shylock, for his own part knew the 


bird was fledge ; and then it is the complexion of 


them all to leave the dam. | | 31.- 


Shy. fhe is damn'd for it. 
| F Sat. 


— _-. 
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and hers, than between jet and ivory; more be. 
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50 MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act III. 


Sal, That's certain, if the devil may be her 
judge. 
Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel ! 
Sala. Out upon it, old carrion! rebels it at 
these years ! 
Shy. I say, my daughter is my flesh and blood, 
Sal. There is more difference between thy flesh 


tween your bloods, than there is between red wine 
and rhenish :—But tell us do you hear, whether 
Anthonio have had any loss at sea or no? 42 

Shy. There I have another bad match : a bank. 
rupt, a prodigal, who dare scarce shew his head on 
the Rialto ;—a beggar, that us'd to come so «mug 
upon the mart ; let him look to his bond: be was 
wont to call me usurer ;—let him look to his 
bond : he was wont to lend money for a Chtistian 
courtesy ;—let him look to his bond. 

Sal. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt 
not take his flesh ; What's that good for? ? 51 

Shy. 'To bait figh withal : if it will feed nothing 
else, it will feed my revenge. He hath disgrac'd 
me, and hindered me of half a million; laugi'd at 
my losses, mock'd at my gains, scorn'd my ration, 
thwarted my bargains, cool” d my friends, neated 
mine enemies; and what's his reason? I am a 


Jew: Hathnot a Jew eyes? hath not a Jew hands: 


organs, dimensions, senses, affections, passions? 
fed with the same food, hurt with the same wea- 


pons, subject to the same diseases, heal'd by the 
same means, warm'd and cool'd by the sane win— 
ter and summer, as a Christian is? if you prick us, 
do we not bleed? if you tickle us, do we not 


lach? 


det III. 


MERCHANT OF VENICE. 51 


laugh? if you poison us, do we not die? and if 


you wrong us, shall we not revenge? if we are 


like you in the rest, we will resemble you in that. 


If a Jew wrong a Christian, what is his humility? 


revenge: If a Christian wrong a Jew, what should 
| his sufferance be by Christian example? why re- 


venge. The villany you teach me I will execute; 


andd it shall go hard, but I will better the instruc- 
tion. | . 73 


Enter a Servant, 


Serv. Gentlemen, my master Anthonio is at his 


house, and desires to speak with you both. 


Sal. We have been up and down to seek him. 


Enter Tun. 


Sala. Here comes another of the tribe; a third 
cannot be match'd, unless the devil himself turn 
___ [ Exeunt SAL, and SALAN. 
Shy. How now, Tubal, what news from Ge- 
noa? hast thou found my daughter? 81 

Tub. J often came where I did hear of her, but 
cannot find her. 5 

Shy. Why there, there, there, there! a dia- 
mond gone, cost me two thousand ducats in Frank. 
fort! the curse never fell upon our nation till now; 
J neyer felt it till now: two thousand ducats in 
that; and other precious, precious jewels.—1 
would, my daughter were dead at my foot, and the 


Jewels in her ear! would she were hears'd at my 


foot, and the ducats in her coffin! No news of 
them ?—Why s0 :—and I know not what's spent 


in the search: Why, thou loss upon loss! the thief 


Fl) gone 
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52 MERCHANT or VENICE, Act III. 


gone with so much and so much to find the thief: 
and no satisfaction, no revenge; nor no ill luck 
stirring, but what lights o* my shoulder; no sighs, 
but o' my breathing; no tears, but o' my shed. 
ding. 

Tub. Yes, other men have ill luck has: An. 
thonio, as I heard in Genoa, — | 100 
Shy. What, what, what? ill luck, ill luck? - 

Tub. Hath an argosy cast away coming from 
Tripolis. 

Shy. I thank God, I thank God :—[s it true? 
is it true ? 

Tub. I spoke with some of the sailors that 
escaped the wreck. 

Shy. I thank Ws, good Tubal ;— Good neus, 
good news! ha! ha!— Where, in Genoa? 

Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I 
heard, one night, fourscore ducats! ms 

Shy. Thou stick'st a dagger in me: — I shall 
never see my gold again: Fourscore ducats at a 
Sitting ! fourscore ducats ! 

Tub. There came divers of Anthonio's credit. 
ors in my company to Venice, that swear he can. 
not choose but break. 

Shy. I am glad of it; In plague him; I'Il tor. 
ture . I am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them shewed me a ring, that he 
had of your daughter for a monkey. 121 

Shy.- Out upon her! Thou torturest me, Tu— 
bal: it was my torquoise ; I had it of Leah, when 
I was a bachelor: I would not have given it for 
a wilderness of monkies. . 

Tub. But Anthonio is certainly undone. 


Shy. 


Rel) 
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Sky, Nay, that's true, that's very true: Go, 
Tubal, fee me an olficer, bespeak him a fortnight 
before : : I will have the heart of him, if he forfeit ; 


| for were he ont of Venice, I can wks what mor: 


chandize I will : Go, go, Tubal, and meet me at 
our synagogue; go, youu Tubal ; at our syna- 


gogue, Tubal, | [ Excunt. 


** _ 


SCENE II. 


— * 


Belmont, Enter BASSANIO, Pon TIA, GRATIANXO, and at- 
tendants. ; 


The Caskets are set out. 


Por. I pray you, tarry ; pause a day or two, 
Before you hazard; for, in choosing wrong, 135 
| lose your company, therefore, forbear a while : : 
There's something tells me (but it is not love), 

[ would vot lose you ; and you know yourself, 
Hate counsels not in such a quality: | 
But lest you should not understand me well 140 
(And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought), 
{ would detain you here some month or two 
Before you venture for me. I could teach yon 
How to choose right; but I am then forsworn ; 


So will I never be: so you may miss me; 


But if you do, you'll make me wish a sin, 

That J had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes, 
They have o'er-look'd me, and digided me; 
One half of me is yours, the other half yours,—— 


Mine own, I would say; but if mine, then yours, 
Fill | Aud 
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And so all yours: Oh! these naughty times 151 
Put bars between the owners and their rights: 
And so, though yours, not yours. —Prove it so, 
Let fortune go to hell for it, not I. 
I speak too long; but ' tis to poize the time; 
To eke it, and to draw it out in length, 
To stay you from election. | 
Bass. Let me choose; 
For, as I am, I live upon the rack, 
Por. Upon the rack, Bassanio ? then confess 
What treason there is mingled with your love, 161 
Bass, None, but that ugly treason of mistrust, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love: 
There may as well be amity and life | 
"Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love. 
Por. Ay, but, I fear, you speak upon the rack, 
Where men enforced do speak any thing. 


Buss. Promise me life, and I'll confess the truth. 


Por, Well then, confess and live. 
Bass. Confess, and love, | 170 

Had been the very sum of my confession : 
O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me answers for deliverance ! 
But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

Por. Away then: I am lock'd in one of them; 
If you do love me, you will find me out. —— 
Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof, — 


Let musick sound while he doth make his choice; 


Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 
Fading in musick : that the comparison 180 
May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream, 
And wat'ry death-bed for him: He may win; 
And what is musick then? then musick is 5 
Even 


kt 
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Even as the flourish when true subjects bow 


| To a new. crown'd monarch: such it is, 


As are those dulcet sounds in break of day, 
That creep into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 


And summon him to marriage. Now he goes, 


With no less presence, but with much more love, 


Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 190 
| The virgin-tribute paid by howling Troy 

| To the sea-monster: I stand for sacriſice, 

| The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives, 

With bleared visages, come forth to view 

| The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules! 


Live thou, I live :— With much much more dismay 
] view the fight, than thou that mak'st the fray. 
[ Musick within, 


A song, whilst BassAvIO comments on the caskets 
to himself. 


Tell me, where is fancy bred, 

Or in the heart, or in the head 2? 

How begot, how nourished 2 200 
Reply. | | | 
It is engender'd in the eyes, 

With gazing fed; and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies: 

Let us all ring fancy's knell, 
PII begin it Ding, dong, bell. 
All. Ding, dong, bell. 


Bass. So may the outward Shews be least 
themselves ; 
The world 1 is still decein'd with ornament, 


In 
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In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt, 

But, being season'd with a gracious voice, 210 
Obscures the show of evil? in religion, 

What damned error, but some sober brow 

Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 
Hiding the grossness with fair ornament ? 

There is no vice so simple, but assumes 

Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 
How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 
At stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars ; 
Who, inward search'd, have livers white as milk! Wl Seer 


And these assume hut valour's excrement, 221 WPar 
To render them redoubted. Look on beauty, Sho 
And you shall see 'tis purchas'd by the weight; The 
Which therein works a miracle in nature, 1 
Making them lightest that wear most of it: Fas 
So are those Crisped snaky golden locks, | Ho! 


Which make such wanton gambols with the wind, Me 


Upon supposed fairness, often known Ant 
To be the dowry of a second head, The 
The scull that bred them, in the sepulchre. 230 In 
Thus ornament is but the guiled shore Do 
To a most dangerous sea; the beauteous scarf The 


Veiling an Indian beauty; in a word, 
The seeming truth which cunning times put on 
To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold, 
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee: 
Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
Tween man and man: but thou, thou meager lead, 
Which rather threatnest, than dost promise aught, 
Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence, 240 
And her choose I: Joy be the — 
1 | or. 


Il, 


30 


4e“ III. 
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Por. How all the other passions fleet to air, 


As doubtful thoughts, and rash. embrac'd despair, 
And shudd”ring fear, and green-ey'd jealousy. 

0 love, be moderate, allay thy ecstasy, 

In measure rain thy joy, scant this excess; 

feel too much thy blessing, make it less, 

For fear I surfeit! 


[Opening the leaden casket. 
Bass. what find I here? 


Tair Portia's counterfeit? What demi. god 250 
Hath come so near creation? Move these eyes : * 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 

Seem they in motion? Here are sever'd lips, 
Parted with sugar breath; so sweet a bar 
Should sunder such sweet friends: Here in her hairs 
The painter plays the spider; and hath woven 

A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men, 
Faster than gnats in cobwebs : But her eyes 


How could he see to do them? having made one, 
Methinks, it should have power to steal both his, 


And leave itself unfurnished : Yet look, how far 


The substance of my praise doth wrong this Shadow 
In underprizing it, so far this shadow 2863 
Doth limp behind thesubstance,—UHere's the scroll, 
The continent and summary of my fortune: 


You that choose not by the view, 

Chance ds fair, and choose as true! 

Since this fortune falls to you, 

Be content, and seelt no new. 

If you be well pleas'd with this, 270 
And hold your fortune for your bltss, 
Turn you where your lady is, 
And claim her with a loving kiss. | 
| A gentle 
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A gentle scroll; — Fair lady, by your leave; 
| I&Kissing her, 
I come by note, to give, and to receive. 
Like one of two contending in a prize, 
That thinks he hath done well in people's eyes, 
Hearing applause, and universal shout 
 Giddy in spirit, still gazing, in a doubt 
Whether these peals of praise be his or no; 280 
So, thrice fair lady, stand I, even so; 
As doubtful whether what I see be true, 
Until confirm'd, sign'd, ratify'd by you, 

Por, You see me, lord Bassanio, where I stand, 
Such as Jam: though, for myself alone, 
I would not be ambitious in my wish, 
To wish myself much better : yet, for you, 
I would be trebled twenty times myself; 
A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times 
More rich ; than to stand high in your account, 
I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends, 291 
Exceed account: but the full sum of me 
Is sum of something ; which, to term in gross 
Is an unlesson'd girl, unschool'd, unpractis'd: 
Happy in this, she is not yet so old 
But she may learn; and happier than this, 
She is not bred so dull but she can learn; 
Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to your's to be directed, 


As from her lord, her goyernor, her king. 300 


Myself, and what is mine, to you, and yours 
Is now converted : but now I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants, 
Queen o'er myself; and even now, but now, 
This house, these servants, and this same myself, 


Are 


II, 


her, 


300 


If, 
Are 
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| Are your's, my lord; I give them with this ring; 
Which when you part from, lose, or give away, 
Let it presage the ruin of your love, 

And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 


Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 


[Only my blood speaks to you in my veins: 311 
And there is such confusion in my powers, 


As, after some oration fairly spoke, 


By a beloved prince, there doth appear 


Among the buzzing pleased multitude ; 


W here every something „being blent together, 


Turns to a wild of nothing, s Save of joy, 


Exprest, and not exprest : But when this ring 


Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence ; 


0, then be bold to say, Bassanio's dead. 320 


Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time, 

That have stood by, and seen our wishes prosper, 
To cry, good joy; Good joy, my lord, and lady! 
Gra. My lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady x 

] wish you all the joy that you can wish; 
For, I am sure, you can wish none from me ; 
And, when your honours mean to solemnize 
The bargain of your faith, I do beseech you, 
Even at that time I may be marry'd too. 
Bass. With all my heart, so thou canst get a wife, 
Gra. 1 thank your lordship ; ; you have got me 
one. 331 
My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours ; 
You saw the introns. I beheld the maid ; 
You lov'd, I lov'd : for intermission 
No more pertains to me, my lord, than you. 
Your fortune stood upon the casket there; 
And so did mine too, as the matter falls: 1 
| | OP 
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For wooing here, until I sweat again ; He e 
And swearing, till my very roof was dry roc 
With oaths of love; at last, —if promise last oY 
I got a promise of this fair one here, 341 And 
To have her love, provided that your fortune Com 
Achiev'd her mistress. B 
Por. Is this true, Nerissa ? | pr 
Ner. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas'd withal, 8 
Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faith? Nor 
Gra. Yes, faith, my lord. Wi! 
Bass. Our feast shall be much honour'd in your 6 
marriage. 
Gra. We'll play with them, the first boy, for a 


thousand ducats. 3⁵⁰ 
Ner. What, and stake down? 
Gra. No; we Shall ne'er win at that sport, and 
stake down. 
But who comes here? Lorenzo, and his inſide]? 1 
„What, and my old Venetian friend, Salerio? 


Enter LORENZo, JESsIC A, and SALERIO, 


Bass. Lorenzo, and Salerio, welcome hither; 
If that the youth of my new interest here 
Have power to bid you welcome: — By your leave, 
I bid my very friends, and countrymen, 
Sweet Portia, welcome. | \ 


Por. So did I, my lord; 80 
They are entirely welcome. U 
Lor. Ithank your honour : For my part, my P 
lord, 
V 
My purpose was not to have seen you here; | 
But meeting with Salerio by the way, R 


He 


Act III. 


He did entreat me, past all saying nay. 


7 
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To come with him along. 
Sale. I did, my lord, 
And I have reason for it. Signior Anthonio 
Commends him to you. | Gives BASSANTO @ letter, 
Bass, Ere I ope his letter, 370 
| pray you tell me how my good friend doth ? 
Sale. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind; 


Nor well, unless in mind: his letter there 


Will shew you his estate. 


Gra, Nerissa, cheer yon” stranger; bid her 


welcome, : 
Your hand, Salerio ; What's the news from Venice? 


| How doth that royal merchant, good Anthonio ? 


I know, he will be glad of our success; 
We are the Jasons, we have won the fleece. 


Sale. Would you had won the fleece that he hath. 


lost! | 380 


Por. There are some shrewd contents in yon” 


same paper, 
That steals the colour from Bassanio's cheek : 
Some dear friend dead: else nothing in the world 
Could turn so much the constitution 
Of any constant man. What, worse and worse? — 
With leave, Bassanio; I am half yourself, 
And I must freely have the half of any thing 
That this same paper brings you. 

Bass. O sweet Portia, 
Here are a few of the unpleasant'st words, 390 
That ever blotted paper! Gentle lady, 
When 1 did first impart my love to you, 
| freely told you, all the wealth 1 had 
Ran in my vieus, I was a gentleman ; 
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And then I told you true: and yet, dear lady, 
Rating myself at nothing, you shall see 

How much I was a bragger: When I told you 
My state was nothing, I should then have told you 
That I was worse than nothing; for, indeed, 

I have engag'd myself to a dear friend, 400 
Engag'd my friend to his mere enemy, 

To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady; 


The paper as the body of my friend, 


And every word in it a gaping wound, 

Issuing life-bloed. But is it true, Salerio; 
Have all his ventures fail'd? What, not one hit? 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England, 
From Lisbon, Barbary, and India ? 

And not one vessel 'scape the dreadful touch 


Of merchant-marring rocks? 410 


Sale, Not one, my lord. 
Besides, it should appear, that if he had 


The present money to discharge the Jew, 


He would not take it: Never did I know 
A creature, that did bear the shape of man, 


So keen and greedy to confound a man: 


He plies the duke at morning, and at night; 

And doth impeach the freedom of the state, 

If they deny him justice: twenty merchants, 

The duke himself, and the magnificoes 42) 

Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him ; 

But none can drive him from the envious plea 

Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 

Jes. When I was with him, I have heard him 

swear, 

To Tubal, and to Chus, his countrymen, 

That he would rather have Anthonio's flesh 5 
55 | Than 
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Than twenty times the value of the sum 


That he did owe him: and I know, my lord, 
| If law, authority, and power deny not, 1 
" It will go hard with poor Anthonio. 430 1 
Por. Is it your dear friend that is thus i in trou. Ml 
0 ble? 


Buss. The dearest friend to me, the kindest man, 
The best condition'd and unweary'd spirit 
In doing courtesies; and one in whom 
| The ancient Roman honour more appears, 
| Than any that draws breath in Italy, 
Por. What sum owes he the Jew ? 
Bass. For me, three thousand ducats. 
Por. What, no more? 
Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond; 440 
0 Double six thousand, and then treble that, 1 
Before a friend of this description 15 


* 


Shall lose a hair through Bassanio's fault. 13 
First, go with me to church, and call me wife; eq 
And then away to Venice to your friend; F-1 
For never shall you lie by Portia's side 1 
With an unquiet soul. You shall have gold * 4 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over : 1 
When it is paid, bring your true friend along: * ö 
My maid Nerissa, and myself, mean time, 450 1 
9 Will live as maids and widows. Come, away; 1 


For you shall hence upon your wedding-day: 

Bid your friends welcome, shew a merry cheer ; 

Siuce you are dear bought, I will love you dear.— 
m But let me hear the letter of your friend, 


Bows, freads:)] Sweet Bassanio, my chipe have 
al miscarry*d, my creditors grow cruel, my estate 
1 8 15 is 
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is very low, my bond to the Jew is forfeit ; and 
since in paying it, it is impossible I Should live, 
all debts are cleared between you and me, if I 
might but see you ut my death : notwithslanding, 


use your pleasure : if your love do not persuate 
you to come, let nol my letter. 463 


Por. O love, dispatch all business, and be gone, 
Bass. Since I have your good leave to go away, 
I will make haste : but till I come again, 

No bed shall e'er be guilty of my stay, 
No rest be Ada 'twixt us twain, [ Exeunt, 


1 © 


he en 


W—_— — 


SCENE HT. 


| 4 Street in Venice. Enter Suvlock, SALANIO, AnTrox10, 
and the Gaoler. 


Shy. Gaoler, look to him; 
mercy; 
This is the fool that lent out money gratis:. 229 
Gaoler, look to him. 471 
Anth, Hear me yet, good Shylock. 
Shy. I'll have my bond; speak not - my 
bond ; 
Thou calld'st me dog, bewies thou had'st a cause; 
J have sworn an oath that I will have my bond: 
But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs : 
The duke shall grant me justice.-..I do wonder, 
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond 
To come abroad with him at his request. 
Anth, I pray thee, hear me speak. 480 
Shy. I'll have my bond; J will not hear thee 
speak; 


Tell not me of 


Pl 
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Ill have my bond; and therefore speak no more, 
[11 not be made a soft and dull-ey'd fool, 
To shake the head, relent, and sigh, and yield 


To Christian intercessors. Follow not ; 


I'll have no speaking; I will have my bond. 
[ Exit Suxrock. 


Sal. It is the most impenetrable cur, 


That ever kept with men. 


Anth. Let him alone; 


ll follow him no more with bootless prayers. 


He seeks my life; his reason well I Know; 
Loft deliver'd from his forfeitures 


; 491 


Many that have at times made moan to me, 


Therefore he hates me. | 
Sal. IJ am sure, the duke 


| Will never grant this forfeiture to hold. 


Anth. The duke cannot deny the course of law, 


For the commodity that strangers have 
With us in Venice; if it be deny'd, 


Will much impeach the justice of the state; 


500 


Since that the trade and profit of the city 


Consisteth of all nations. 


Therefore, go: 


These griefs and losses have $0 *bated me, 
That I shall hardly spare a pound of flesh 


To.morrow to my bloody creditor. 


Well, gaoler, on: - Pray God, Bassanio come 


To see me & Pay his reg and then I care not! 
[ Exeunt, 
6 ii) SCENE 


„ 
= - — 7 


— — 9 


— 
— 


8 9 OG TY 
. 
N FEISS 
— 
— 
> 


— 


3 


FFF 
. 


3 
— — — —— R > 8 


Foes — 4 
3 
3 


— - 


, — þ wed _ 2 + - 


* 
. 


* 
* 


IEC 


66 MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act III. 


| j vn 
Belmont, Enter Poxria, NERIssA, LoRENZo, Jxssica, Unt 
and BALTHAZAR, ** 

u 

Lor. Madam, although I speak it in your pre. Wl Noi 
Sence, _ | The 
You-have a noble and a true conceit, No! 
Of god-like amity ; which appears most strongly 1 
In bearing thus the absence of your lord. 511 [ 8} 
But, if you knew to whom you shew this honour, 1 
How true a gentleman you send relief, | An; 
How dear a lover of my lord, your husband, In 
I know, you would be prouder of the work, A 
Than customary bounty can enforce you. 


Por. I never did repent for doing good, 
Nor Shall not now : for in companions ; 
That do converse and waste the time together, 
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love, 520 
There must needs be a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit; 
Which makes we think, that this Anthonio, 
Being the bosom lover of my lord, 
Must needs be like my lord: If it be so, 
How little is the cost I have bestow'd, 
In purchasing the semblance of my soul 
From out the state of hellish cruelty ? 
This comes too near the praising of myself; 
Therefore, no more of it: hear other things. 


$ | Lorenzo, I commit into your hands 531 B 
The husbandry and manage of my house, U 
Until * lord's return: for mine own part, W 


J have 
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[ have toward heaven breath'd a secret vow, 


To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Ouly attended by Nerissa here, 

Until her husband and my lord's return: 

There is a monastery two miles off, 

And there we will abide, I do desire you, 

Not to deny this imposition ; l 


The which my love, and some necessity, 
| Now lays upon you. 


Lor. Madam, with all my heart; 
[ shall obey you in all fair commands. 
Por. My people do already know my mind, 
And will acknowledge you and Jessica 
In place of Lord Bassanio and myself. 
So fare you well, till we shall meet again. 


Lor. Fair thoughts, and happy hours attend 


on you! 
Jes. I wish your ladyship all heart's content. 
Por, I thank you for your wish, and am well 
pleas'd 551 
To wish it back on you: fare you well, Jessica.,— 
_ [ Exzeunt Jxs81CA and Lonkxzo. 
Now, Balthazar, 
As I have ever found thee honest, true, 
So let me find thee $till : Take this Same letter, 
And use thou all the endeavour of a man, 
In speed to Padua; see thou render this 
Into my cousin's hand, doctor Bellario; 


And look, what notes and garments he doth give 


thee, 
Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin'd speed 560 
Unto the traject, to the common ferry 


W hich trades to Venice: - aste no time in words, 
But 
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But get thee gone; I shall be there before thee, 

Bulth, Madam, I go with all convenient speed. 

Exit, 

Por. Come on, Nerissa; IJ have work A 
That you yet know not of; we'll see our husband, 
Before they think of us. 

Mer. Shall they see us? 

Por. They shall, Nerissa; but in such a habit 
That they shall think we are accomplished 570 
With what we lack. I'Il hold thee any wager, 
When we are both apparell'd like young men, 
I'll prove the prettier fellow of the two, 

And wear my dagger with the braver grace; 
And speak, between the change of man and boy, 
With a reed voice; and turn two mincing steps 
Into a manly stride ; and speak of frays, | 
Like a fine bragging youth: and tell quaint lies, 
Ilow honourable ladies sought my love, 
Which IT denying, they fell sick and dy'ds 580 
I could not do with all then Þ'll repent, 
And wish, for all that, that I had not kill'd them: 
Aud twenty of these puny lies I'll tell, 

That men shall swear, I have discontinued 5chool 


Above a twelvemonth: — I have within my mind 


A thousand raw tricks of these bragging jacks, 
Which I will practise. 

Ner. Why, shall we turn to men? 

Por. Fie! what a question's that, | 
If thou wert near a lewd interpreter ? 590 
But come, I'Il tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which stays for us 


At 
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At the park gate ; and therefore haste away, 
For me must measure twenty miles to-day. p. 
e 


SCENE V. 


Enter LAUNCELOT and JFssICA. 


Laun. Yes, truly :—for, look you, the sins of 
the father are to be laid upon the children ; there. 
fore, I promise you, I fear you. I was always 

plain with you, and so now I speak my agitation 

y, of the matter: Therefore be of good cheer; for, 

s ru, I think you are damn'd. There is but one 

hope in it that can do you any good; and that is 

es, but a kind of bastard hope neither. | 602 
Jes. And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 

580 Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your 

— Whither got you not, that you are not the Jew's 
em: daughter. 

Jes. That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed ; 
1001 M50 the sins of my mother shall be visited upon me. 
nd Laun. Truly then I fear you are damn'd both 
3, by father and mother: thus when I shun Scylla, 
your father, I fall into Charybdis, your mother: 
well, you are gone both ways. | 612 
Jes. 1 shall be. saved by my husband; he hath 

590 MWnade me a Christian. 
Laun, Truly, the more to blame he: we were 
Christians enough before: e'en as many as could 
At well live one by another: This making of Chris. 
tians will raise the price of hogs ; if we grow all to 
| be 
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70 MERCHANT OF VENICE, Act Ill 


be pork.eaters, we shall not shortiy have a rasher| 
on the coals or money. TT 620 


Enter LORENZO, « 


Jes. I'll tell my husband, Launcelot, what you 
say; here he comes. 
Lor. I shall grow jealous of you $hortl, 
Launcelot, if you thus get my wife into corners. 

Jes. Nay. you need not fear us, Lorenzo; 
Launcelot and I are out: he tells me flatly, that I 
there is no mercy for me in heaven, because I an 
a Jew's daughter: and he says, you are no good 
member of the commonwealth ; for, in converting 
Jews to Christians, you raise the price of pork. 

Lor. I shall answer that better to the common. 
wealth, that you can the getting up of the negro's 
belly: the Moor is with child by you, Launcelot, 

Laun. It is much, that the Moor should be more 
than reason: but if she be less than an honest wo. 
man, she is, indeed, more than I took her for, 

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word! 
J think, the best grace of wit will shortly turn 
into silence; and discourse grow commendable in 
none only but parrots---Go in, sirrah; bid then 
prapers for dinner, | 641 

| Laun, That is done, sir; they have all stomachs, 

Lor. Goodly lord, what a wit-snapper are you! 
then bid them prepare dinner. 

Laun. That is done too, sir; only, cover is 


the word. J 
Lor. Will you cover then, sir : > las 
Laun. Not so, sir, neither; I know my duty. W j 

Lor. Yet more quarrelling with occasion! wilt MW 7 


thou 
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her Mpou shew the whole wealth of thy wit in an in- 
Maat? 1 pray thee, understand a plain man in his 
plain meaning: go to thy fellows; bid them cover 
the table, serve in the meat, and we will come in 


you o dinner. | 653 


Laun. For the table, sir, it shall be serv'd in; 
or the meat, sir, it shall be covered; for your 
Coming in to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours 
nd conceits shall govern. [Exit LAUNCELOT. 
Lor. O dear discretion, how his words are 

suited! 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
un army of good words; and I do know 660 
\ many fools, that stand in better place, 

arnish'd like him; that for a tricksy word 
Defy the matter. How cheer'st thou, Jessica? 
and now, good sweet, say thy opinion, 
low dost thou like the Lord Bassanio's wife? 


ty, 


20; 


Wo. Jes. Past all expressing: It is very meet, 
. The lord Bassanio live an upright life; 
ord! 'or, having such a blessing in his lady, 
turn fle finds the joys of heaven here on earth ; 
le in nd, if on earth he do not mean it, it 670 
then , reazon he should never come to heaven. 
641 Thy, if two gods should play some heavenly match, 
ichs. Wind on the wager lay two earthly women, 
vou! nd Portia one, there must be something else 
ayn'd with the other; for the poor rude world 
er is lath not her fellow. 
Lor. Even such a husband 
last thou of me, as she is for a wife. 
ty. Jes. Nay, but ask my opinion too of that. 679 
Fu Lor, 1 will, anon; first, let us 90 to dinner. 
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72 | MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act IV. 


. Jes. N ay, let me praise you while! have a sto. 

mach. 

Lor. No, pray thee, let it serve for table. talk; 
Then, howsoe'er thou speak'st, *mong other things 
L Shall digest it. 

Jes, Well, I'll set you forth. [ Execunt, 


. ACT IV. SCENE I. 


The Senate-house in Venice. Enter the Duke, the Senators; 
 AnTRoNI10, BaAs8ANIo, GRATIANO, and others. 


Duke. 


War, i is Anthonio here? 
Anth. Ready, so please your grace. 
Duke, J am sorry for thee ; thou art come to 
auswer 
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty _ 
From any dram of mercy. 
Anth. I have heard, 


Your grace hath ta'en great pains to qualify 


His rigorous course; but since he stands obdurate, 
And that no lawful means can carry me 10 
Out of his envy's reach, I do oppose 

My patience to his ſury; and am arm'd 

To suffer, with a quietness of spirit, 


The very tyranny and rage of his. 
Duke. Go one, and call the Jew into the court. 
Sal. He's ready at the door: he comes, my lord, 


"Enter 


Act 
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| Enter Snvrock. 
| Duke. Make room, and let him stand before 
198 our face, | | 
Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too, 
ut, That thou but lead'st this fashion of thy malice 


[To the last hour of act: and then, tis thought, 20 


— WW Thowltshew thy mercy, and remorse, more strange 
Than is thy strange apparent cruelty : 

And, where thou now exact'st the penalty 

(Which is a pound of this poor merchant's flesh), 
Thou wilt not only lose the forfeiture, 
But, touch'd with human gentleness and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal; 

Glancing an eye of pity on his losses, 

That have of late so huddled on his back; 

Enough to press a royal merchant down, 30 
And pluck commiseration of his state 

to From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint, 
From stubborn Turks, and Tartars, never train'd 
To offices of tender courtesy. | 

We all expect a gentle answer, Jew, 


ors}; 


purpose ; 

And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn, 

To have the due and forfeit of my bond : 

If you deny it, let the danger light 

Upon your charter and your city's freedom. 40 
Yowll ask me, why I rather chose to have 

A weight of carrion flesh, than to receive 

Three thousand ducats : I'Il not answer that: 
ourt. Bat say, it is my humour: Is it answer'd; 

lord. What if my house be troubled with a rat, 

nie- | 29 And 
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And I be pleas'd to give ten thousand ducats 
To have it ban'd? What, are you answer'd yet? 
Some men there are, love not a gaping pig : 
Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat ; 49 
And others, when the bagpipe sings i' the nose, 
Cannot contain their urine ; for atfections, 

asters of passion, sway it to the mood 

f what it likes, or loathes: Now for your 

answer: | 
As there is no firm reason to be render'd, 
Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 
Why he, a harmless necessary cat ; 


Why he, a woolen bag-pipe ; but of force W. 
Must yield to such inevitable shame, | y 
As to offend himself, being offended ; 
So can J give no reason, nor I will not, | 60 


More than a lodg'd hate, and a certain loathing 9 
I bear Anthonio, that J follow thus 


A losing suit against him. Are you answer'd? Yo 
Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man, WI 
To excuse the current of thy cruelty. vo 
Shy. I am not bound to please thee with my Be 
answers. Le 


Bass. Do all men kill the thing they do not love! NW. 
Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kill? ge 


Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first. Be 
Shy. What, would'st thou have a Serpent sting Wl Th, 

5 thee twice? 70 WF Th 
Anth, I pray you, think you question with the 184 
Jew: If) 

You may as well go stand upon the beach, Thi 
And bid the main flood bate his usual height ; Ist 
TO may as well use oye with the wolf, 1 


Why 


our 


Vhy 


Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 


| Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
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Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb; 
You may as well forbid the mountain pines 

To wag their high tops, and to make no noise, 
When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven ; 
You may as well do any thing most hard, 79 
As seek to soften that (than which what's harder?) 
His Jewish heart : Therefore, I do beseech you, 
Make no more offers, use no further means, 
But, with all brief and plain conveniency, 


Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is six. 
Shy. If every ducat in six thousand ducats 
Were in six parts, and every part a ducat, 
[ would not draw them, I would have my bond. 
Duke, How $shalt thou hope for mercy, rend'ring 


none ? 8 | 
Shy. What judgment shall I dread, doing no 
wrong ? 90 


You have among you many a purchas'd sJave, 
Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mules, 
You use in abject and in slavish parts, 

Because you bought them :-.-Shall I say to you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 

Why sweat they under burdens ? let their beds 


Be season'd with such viands ? you will answer, 

The slaves are ours: So do I answer you: _ 

The pound of flesh, which I demand of him, 100 

Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it: 

If you deny me, fie upon your law! 

There is no force in the decrees of Venice: 

I stand for judgment: answer; shall I have it? 
Duke. Upou my power, I may dismiss this court, 

| 11 . | Unless 
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76 MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


Unless Bellario, a learned doctor, 
Whom [I have sent for to determine this, 
Come here to day. 

Sala. My lord, here stays without 
A messenger with letters from the doctor, 
New come from Padua. 


Act IV. 


110 


Duke, Bring us the letters; Call the messenger. 
Bass. Good cheer, Anthonio? What, man? 


courage yet! . 


The Jew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, aud all, 


Ere thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 
Anth. I am a tainted wether of the flock, 


 Meetest for death; the weakest kind of fruit 


Props earliest to the ground, and so let me: 
You cannot better be employ'd, Bassanio, 
Than to live still, and write mine epitaph. 


Enter NERISSA, dress'd like a Lawyer's clerk, 


190 


Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario? 


Ner. From both, my lord: Bellario greets your 


grace, 


Bass. Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly? 
Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt 


there. 


Gra, Not on thy soal, but on thy soal, harsh Jew, 
Thou mak'st thy knife keen: but no metal can, 
No, not the hangman's axe, bear half the keenness 


Of thy sharp envy. Can no prayers pierce thee ? 


Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to make. 
Gra. O, be thou damn'd, inexorable dog! 130 


And for thy life let justice be accus'd. 
Thou almost makes me waver in my faith, 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 


That 


That souls of animals infuse themselves 

Into the trunks of men: thy currish spirit 
Govern'd a wolfe, who, hang'd for human slaughter, 
Even from the gallows did his fell soul fleet, 

And, whilst thou lay'st in thy unhallow'd dam, 


"I Infus'd itself in thee; for thy desires 1 
er. Are vwollisb, bloody, starv'd, and ravenous. 140 
© Shy, T ill thou canst rail the seal from off my 


bond, 
11, Thou but offend'st thy lungs to speak so loud: 
' Wkepaic thy wit, good youth, or it will fall 
To cureless ruin. -I stand here for law. BIO | 
Duke. This letter from Bellario doth commend 
A young- we: learned doctor to our court 
Where is he? 
Ner. He attendeth here hard by, | 
To know your answer, whether you will admit him 
Duke, Withall my heart-----50me three or four 
, of you, | 150 


* — "EIN a — SEES 
- * * 


nr Co give him courteous conduct to this place. | 

Mean ns; the court shall hear Bellario's letter, 1 
ly: x 
pt Your grace shall underetant, that, at the re. WM 

ceipt of your letter, I am very sich: but at the wi 
w, instant that your messenger came, in loving vi- whit 

ation was with me «4 young doctor of Rome, his 1 0 
5 nume is Balthazar : I acquainted him with” the 1 
„cause in controversy between the Jew and Antho. 44 4 
: nio the merchant ; we turn'd o'er many books lv. 77 


30 gether : he is furnished with my opinion; which, 
better d with his own learning (the greatness 
whereof I cannot enough commend), comes with 
Nay at my importunity to fill up your grace's 

Hl} reques! 
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78 ' MERCHANT OF VENICE, Act IV, 


request in my stead. TI beseech you, let his lack of 
years be no impediment to let him lack a reve. 
rend estimalion ; for I never knew so young u 
body with so old an head, I leave him to your 


gracious acceptance, whose trial shail better pub. 
lish his commendation. 


Enter PorTIA, dress'd like a Doctor of Laws. 
Duke. You hear the learn'd Bellario, what he 


writes; | | 170- 


And here, I take it, is the doctor come. 


Give me your hand: Came you from old Bellario? 


Por. I did, my lord. | 
Duke. Y on are welcome: take your place. 


Are you acquainted with the difference 


That holds this present question in the court ? 
Por. I am informed thoroughly of the cause. 
Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew? 
Duke. Anthonio and old Shylock, both stand 

forth. 
Por. Is your name Shylock ; e 
Shy. Shy lock is my name. 
Por. Of a strange nature is the suit you follow; 


Let in such rule, that the Venetian law 


Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. 


You stand within his danger, do you not? 


[To ANTH0S10. 
| Anth. Ay, so he says. 


Por. Do you confess the bond? 
Anth, I do. 


Por. Then must the Jew be merciful. 
Shy. On what compulsion must I? tell me that? 


Por, The quality of mercy is not strain'd ; 191 


It 
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It droppeth, as the gentle rain from heaven 
Upon the place beneath: it is twice bless'd ; 
It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes: 
is mightiest in the mightiest! it becomes 
| The throned monarch better than his crown: 
lis sceptre shews the force of temporal power, 
The attribute to awe and majesty, 
| Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings; 
But mercy is above this scepter'd sway, 200 
Ilt is enthroned in the hearts of kings, 
It is an attribute to God himself; 
And earthly power doth then shew likest God's, 
When mercy seasons justice: Therefore, Jew, 
Though justice be thy plea, consider this 
That, in the course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation: we do pray for mercy; 
And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
| The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much, 
| To mitigate the justice of thy plea ; 210 
Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 
Must needs give sentence 'gainst the merchant 
| there. | | 
W ; Shy, My deed's upon my head! I crave the law, 
| The penalty and forfeit of my bond. . 
Por. Is he not able to discharge the money ? 
Bass. Yes, here I tender it for him in the 
0. court; | | 
| Yea, twice the sum: if that will not suſſice, 
I will be bound to pay it ten times o'er, 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart. 
If this will not suffice, it must appear 220 
t? That malice bears down trath. And I beseech you, 
+ Wrest once the law to your authority ; 1 = 
i 0 


80 MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act IV. 


To do a great right, do a little wrong; 
Aud curb this cruel devil of his will. 
Por. It must not be; there is no power in 
Venice | 
Can alter a decree established : 
Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 
And many an error, by the same example, 
Will rush into the state: it cannot be. 
' Shy. A Daniel come to judgment! yea, a 
Daniel !- 2 20 
O wise young judge, how do I honour thee! 
Por. I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 
Shy. Here tis, most reverend doctor, here 
it is. 
Por. Shylock, there's thrice thy money offer'd 
- thee. 


Shy. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in 


heaven ; 
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul? 
No, not _ Venice. 
Por. Why, this bond is forfeit ; 
And lawfully by this the Jew may claim 
A pound of flesh, to be by him cut off 240 
Nearest the merchant's heart : Be merciful ; 
Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond. 
Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour,— 

It doth appear, you are a worthy judge ; 

You know the law, your exposition 

Hath been most sound : I charge you by the law, 
Whereof you are a well-deserving pillar, 
Proceed to judgment: by my soul I swear, 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me; I stay here on my bond. Foy 

"Wk | | | nth, 


40 


MERCHANT OF VENICE. 81 


Ad IV. 


Anth. Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To give the judgment. 
Por, Why then, thus it is. 
You must prepare your bosom for his knife. 
Shy. O noble judge! O excellent young man! 
Por, For the intent and purpose of the law 
Nath full relation to the penalty, 


Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 


Shy, 'Tis very true: O wise and upright judge! 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks! _ 
Por. Therefore lay bare your bosom. 261 
Shy. Ay, his breast: 
$0 says the bond: — Doth it not, noble judge ?— 
Nearest his heart, those are the very words. 


Por. It is so. Aro there balance here to weigh 


The flesh? 
Shy. I have them ready. | 
Por. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your 
charge, 
To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 
Shy, It is so nominated in the bond? 270 


Por. It is not so express'd ; But what of that? 


'Twere good, you do 80 much for charity. 
Shy. JI cannot find it; *tis not in the bond. 


Por. Come, merchant, have you any thing to 


say! 


Anth. But little; I am arm'd, and well pre- 


par'd.— 
Give me your hand, . fare you well! 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you ; 
For herein fortune shews herself more kind 
Than is her custom: it is still her use, 
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82 MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act I, | 


To view with hollow eye, and wrinkled broy, 
An age of poverty; from which lingering pe. 
nance 
Of such a misery doth she cut me off. 
Commend me to your honourable wife: 
Tell her the process of Anthonio's end, 
Say, how I lov'd you, speak me fair in death; 
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge, 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 
Repent not you that you shall lose your friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your debt; 290 
For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 
F'll pay it instantly with all my heart. 
Bass. Anthonio, I am married to a wife 
Which is as dear to me as life itself; 
But life itself, my wife, and all. the world, 
Are not with me esteem'd above thy life; 
T would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 
Por. Your wife would give you little thanks for 
that, 
If she were by to hear you make the offer. 300 
Gra. I have a wife, whom, I protest, I love; 
I would she were in heaven, so she could 
Entreat some power to change this currish Jew. 
Ner. Tis well you offer it behind her back; 
The wish would make else an unquiet house. 
Shy. These be the Christian husbands: : have a 
: daughter ; 
Would, any of the stock of Barabas 
Had been her husband, rather than a Christian ! 
| As ide. 
We trille time; 1 broy thee, pursue races 
7 or, 


1 


Ne 


90 


for 
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Por. A pound of that same merchant's flesh is 
thine; | 310 
The court awards it, and the law doth give it, 
Shy. Most rightful judge! 
Por. And you must cut chis flesh from off his 
breast; 


The law alloirs it, and the court awards it. 


Shy. Most learned judge! -A sentence; come, 
repare. 
Por. Tarry a little; — there is something else.— 


This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood; 
The words expressly are, a pound of flesh: 

Then take thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh; 
| But, in the cutting it, if thou dost hed 320 
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods 


Are by the laws of Venice, confiscate 


| Unto the state of Venice. 


. Gra. O upright judge; Mark, Jew ;—0 
learned judge ! 
Shy. Is that the law ? | 
Por. Thyself shall see the act: 
For, as thou urgest justice, be assur'd, 
Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir'st. 
Gra, O learn'd judge !-.-Mark, Jew 3===2 
learned judge ! 
Sky. I take this offer then; _— the bond thrice, 


And let the Christian go. 331 
Bass. Here is the money. 5 
Por. Soft; 

The Jew shall have all justice; 3 no 

„ ante; 


He shall have nothing but the penalty. 
ns, O Jew, an upright judge, a learned judge! ! 
| ; or, 


4 MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act If 


Por. Therefore prepare thee to cut off the flesh. 
Shed thou no blood; nor cut thou less, nor more, 
But just a pound of flesh: if thou tak'st more, 
Or less, than a just pound,.--be it but so much 
As makes it light, or heavy, in the substance, 341 
Or the division of the twentieth part 
Of one poor scruple; nay, if the scale turn 
But in the estimation of a hair 
Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate, 

Gra. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew ! 
Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 

Por. Why doth the Jew pause? take thy for. 

feiture. 

Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 

Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 350 

Por. He hath refus'd it in the open court; 
He shall have merely justice, and his bond. 

Gra. A Daniel, still say I ! a second Da. 

niel! 
1 thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not barely have my principal? 

Por. Thou shalt have nothing but the eee 
To be so taken at thy peril, Jew. 

_ Shy. Why then the devil give him good of it; 
I'll stay no longer question. 

Por. Tarry, Jew ; 360 
The Jaw hath yet another hold on you. 

It is enacted in the laws of Venice | 
If it be prov'd against an alien, 
That by direct, or indirect attempts, 

He seek the life of any citizen, 

The party, *gainst the which he doth contrive, 
Shall seize on half his goods ; the ather half 


Comes 


2 7 


V. Act TV. MERCHANT OF VENICE, $5 


sb. comes to the privy coffer of the state; 
re, Aud the offender's life lies in the mercy | 
| Of the duke only, 'gainst all other voice. 370 
In which predicament, I say, thou stand'st : 
Por it appears by manifest proceeding, 
That, indirectly, and directly too, 
| Thou hast contriv'd against the very life 
| Of the defendant ; and thou hast incurr'd 
The danger formerly by me rehears'd. 
Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke. 
Gra, Beg, that thou may'st have leave to hang 
or. thyself: 
And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state, 


Thou hast not left the value of a cord; 380 
350 Therefore, thou must be hang'd at the state”s 
charge. 
Duke. That thou may'st see the difference of 
Da. our spirit, 


] pardon thee thy life before thou ask it: 
For half thy wealth, it is Anthonio's; 
The other half comes to the general state, 
Which humbleness may drive unto a fine. 
Por. Ay, for the state; not for Anthonio. 
Shy. Nay, take my life and all, pardon not that : 
You take my house when you do take the prop 
That doth sustain my house; you take my life, 
When you do take the means whereby I live. 391 


mo ft. 
Gra. A halter gratis; nothing else, for God's 
sake. 
8 Anth. So please my lord the MALL and all the 
| court, 
omes 
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To quit the fine for one-half of his goods; 

I am content, so he will let me have 

'The other half i in use. to render it, 

Upon his death, unto the gentleman, 

That lately stole his daughter. 

Two things provided more, — That, for this fa. 
vour, 400 

He presently become a Christian; 6 

The other, that he do record a giſt, 

Here in the court, of all he dies possess'd, 

Unto his son Lorenzo and his daughter. 

Duke. He shall do this; or else I do recant 


The pardon, that I late pronounced here. 


Por. Art thou contented, Jew ? what dos 
thou say? 
- Shy. I am content. 
Por. Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 
Shy. I pray you, give me leave to go from 
hence ; =. 00 


J am not well, send the deed after me, 
And 1 will sign it. 


Duke. Get thee gone, but is it. 
Gra. In christening thou shalt have two god. 
| fathers ; | 
Had I becn judge, thou should'st have had ten 
more, 
To bring thee to the gallows, not the font. 
Exit SuyYLock, 
Duke. Sir, 3 you home with me to din- 
ner. 
Por. I humbly do desire your grace of pardon; 
must away this night to Padua, | | 
And it is meet, I * Set forth. 420 


Duke. 


IV. 


ſa. 
409 


rom 
410 


ne 
ten 
)CK, 
din. 


lon; 


420 
ute. 


Anthonio, gratify this gentleman; 


| Of grievous penalties; in lieu whereof 
Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew, 
| We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 


| And I, delivering you, am satisfy'd, 
| And therein do account myself well paid; 


Act IV. MERCHANT OF VENICE, 87 


Duke, T am sorry that your leisure serves you 
not. 


For, in my mind, you are much bound to him. 

[ Exeunt Duke, and his train. 

Bass. Most worthy gentleman, I, and my friend, 
Have by your wisdom been this day acquitted 


Anth. And stand indebted, over and above, 
In love and service to you evermore. 430 
Por. He is well paid, that is well satisfy'd ; 


My mind was never yet more mercenary. 
I pray you, know me, when we meet again; 
I wich you well, and so I take my leave. 
Bass. Dear sir, of force I must attempt you 
further; 
Take some remembrance of us, for a tribute, 
Not as a fee: grant me two things, I pray you, 


Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 4440 
Por, You press me far, and therefore I will 
yield, 
Give me your gloves, I'll wear them for your 
„Sake; 
And, for your love, I'll take this rig from 
vou: 


Do not draw back your TR I'll take no more; 
And you in love shall not deny me this. 
Bass. This ring, good sir —alas, it is a trifle; 
1 will not shame myself to give you this. 
| 1 | Por, 


92 N 
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Por. I will have nothing else but only this ; 
And now, methink, I have a mind to it. 

Bass. There's more depends on this, than on 

the value. 4860 
The dearest ring in Venice will I give you, 
And find it out by proclamation ; 
Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 

Por. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers: 
You taught me first to beg; and now, methinks, 
You teach me how a beggar should be answer'd. 

Bass. Good Sir, this ring was given me by my 

mile; 
And when she put it on, she made me vow, 
That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it. 

Por. That 'scuse serves s many men to save their 

VVV 460 
And if your wife be not a mad woman, 
And know how well I have deserv'd this ring, 
She would not hold out enemy for ever, 

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you! 
[ Exit with NEUISSA. 

Anth. My lord Bassanio, let him have the ring; 
Let his deservings, and my love withal, 

Be valu'd *gainst your wife's commandment. 
Bass. Go, Gratiauo, run and overtake him, 
Give him the ring; and bring him, if thou canst; 
Unto Anthonio's house: — away, make haste. 470 


5 | * Come, you and I will thither presently; 
And iu the morning early will we both 
Fly toward Belmont: Come, Anthonio. [ Exeunt, 
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Act IF. MERCHANT OF VENICE; 89 


SCENE II. 


Enter Pokria and NER1884. 


Por. Inquire the Jew's house out, give him this 
deed, 


And let him Sign it; we'll away to-night, 
And be a day before our husbands home : 
| This deed will be well welcome to Lorenzo, 


Enter GRATIANO, 


Gra, Fair sir, you are well o'erta'en: 


| My lord Bassanio, upon more advice, 
{ Hath sent you here this ring; and doth entreat 
| Your company at dinner, 481 


Por. That cannot be: 


This ring I do accept most thankfully, 


And $9, I pray you, tell him : Furthermore, 
I pray you, shew my youth old e house. 
Gra. That will I do. 
Ner. Sir, I will speak with you : 
Pllsee if I can get my husband's ring, 


[To PonrI4. | 


Which I did make him swear to keep for ever. 
Por. Thou may'st, I warrant : We shall have 
old swearing, 490 
That they did give the rings away to men; 
But we'll out- face them, and out-swear them too. 


Away, make haste ; thou know'st where 1 will. 


tarry. 
Ner. Come, good sir, will you shew me to this 
n | {[ Exeunt, 
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Where Cressid lay that night. 


Stood Dido with a willow in her hand 


Medea gather'd the enchanted herbs 


90 MERCHANT OF VENICE. Act F. At 


ACT V. SCENE I. = i 


Belmont, 4 grove, or green place, before PorTIA's house, | * 
Enter LoRENZo and JEs8ICA, | 


Lorenzo. 


Tur moon shines bright: -In such a night as 
this, 

When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees, 

And they did make no noise; in such a night, 

Troilus, methinks, mounted the Trojan wall, 

And sigh'd his soul toward the Grecian tents, 


Jes. In such a night, 

Did Thisbe fearfully o'er-trip the Jew; , 

And saw the lion's shadow ere himself, | 

And ran dismay'd away. | 10 
Lor. In such a night, 


Upon the wild-sea banks, and wav'd her love 
To come again to Carthage. 
Jes. In such a night, 


That did renew old son. 

Lor. In such a night, 
Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew ; 
And with an unthrift love did run from Venice, 
As far as Belmont. 21 
Jes. And in such a night, | N 


Did young Lorenzo swear he lov'd her well; 


Stealing 
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Stealing her soul with many vows of faith, 
And ne'er a true one. = 
Lor. And in such a night, 
Did pretty Jessica, like a little shrew, 
| Slander her love and he forgave her. 
Jes. I would out- night you, did no body come; 
But, hark, I hear the footing of a man, 30 


se. 


Enter a Servant. 


Lor. Who comes so fast in silence of the night? 
Serv. A friend. 
Lor. A friend? what friend? your name, I 
pray you, friend? 
Serv. Stephano is my name; and I bring word, 
My mistress will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont: she doth stray about 
By holy crosses, where she kneels and prays 
For happy wedlock hours. 
Lor. Who comes with her? 
0 Serv, None, but a holy hermit, and her maid. 
I pray you, is my master yet return'd ? 41 
Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard from 
him.—— 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica. 
And ceremonious]y let us prepare 
Some welcome for the mistress of the house. 


as 


Enter LAUNCELOT. 


Laun. Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola! 
Lor. Who calls? 


| Laun. Sola! did you see master Lorenzo, and 


mistress Lor#nzo ? sola, sola! 


Lor. Leave hollowing, man; here. 50 
> | . | „ Jens 
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Laun, Sola! where? where? 
Lor. Here. | | Mo 
Laun, Tell him, there's a post come from my 
master, with his horn full of good news; my mas. 
ter will be here ere morning, sweet soul. | Exit, 
Lor. Let's in, and there expect their coming, 
And yet no matter ;--.why should we go in? 
My friend Stephano, signify, I pray you, 
Within the house, your mistress is at hand; 


And bring your musick forth into the air. 60 Wl Sin 
| 2 [Exit Servant, But 
How sweet the moon-light sleeps upon this bank! The 
Here will we sit, and let the sounds of musick No! 
Creep in our ears; soft stillness, and the night, | Is f 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. | The 
Sit, Jessica: Look, how the floor of heaven An 
Is thick inlay'd with pattens of bright gold; e 


There's not the smallest orb, which thou behold'st, 
But in his motion like an angel sings, 


Still quiring to the young-ey'd cherubims. 4 
Such harmony is in immortal souls; 70 He 
But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay So 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it. ---- 


Come, ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ; 
With sweetest touches pierce your mistress? ear, 
And draw her home with musick. 
Jes. Jam never merry, when I hearsweet musick. 
| [ Musick, 
Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive: 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 
Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, - 
Fetching mad bounds, hellowing, and neighing 
loud, | | 80 
| Which 


ut, 


Ad V. MERCHANT OF VENICE. 93 
Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 


If they perchance but hear a trumpet sound, 


Or any air of musick touch their ears, 

You shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 

Their savage eyes turn'd to a modest gaze, 

By the sweet power of musick : Therefore, the 
poet 


Did feign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and 


floods; | 
since naught so stockish, hard, and full of rage, 


| But musick for the time doth change his nature : 


The man that hath no musick in himself, 90 
Nor is not mov'd with concord of sweet sounds, 
Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils; 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 


And his affections dark as Erebus: 
Let no such man be trusted. — Mark the musick. 


Enter PorTIA and NERISsA, al a distance. 


Por. That light we see, is burning in my hall. 
How far that little candle throws his beams! 
$0 shines a good deed in a naughty world. 


©. 


candle, 
Por. So doth the greater glory dim the less : 
A substitute shines brightly as a king, 101 


Until a king be by; and then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters, Musick ! hark ! 
[ Musick, 
Ner. Tt is your musick, madam, of the house. 
Por. Nothing is good, I see, without respect ; 
Methinks, it sounds much sweeter than by day. 


 Ner. 


Ner. When the moon shone, we did not see the 
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Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam, 
Por. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark, 
When neither is attended; and, I think, 110 
The nightingale, if she should sing by day, 
When every goose is cackling, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren. 
How many things by season season'd are 
To their right praise, and true perfection? — 
Peace! how the moon sleeps with Endymion, 
And would not be awak'd! | Musick ceases, 
Lor. That is the voice, 
Or J am much deceiv'd, of Portia. 
Por. He knows me as the blind man knows the 
cuckow, 120 
By the bad voice. 
Lor. Dear lady, welcome home. 


Por. We have been pr aying for our husbands 


welfare, 

Which speed, we hope, the better for our words. 

Are they return'd ? 

Lor. Madam, they are not yet; 

But there is come a messenger before, 

To signify their coming. 

Por. Goin, Nerissa, 

Give order to my servants, that tl. y . 130 

No note at all of our being absent hence; 

Nor you, Lorenzo; Jessica, nor you. 
[4 Tucket Sounds, 


Lor. Your husband is at band, I hear his 


trumpet : 
We are no tell.tales, madam ; fear you not. 


Por, This night, methinks, is but the day- light 
sick, 


It 


e V. 


MERCHANT OF VENICE. 95 


am. It looks a little paler ; 'tis a day, 
% Such as the day is when the $un is hid. 
Inter BASsANIO, AnTHoNIo, GRATIANO, and their followers. 
= Bass. We should hold day with the Antipodes, 
| If you would walk in absence af the sun. 139 
Por. Let me give light, but let me not be light; 
for a light wife doth make a heavy husband, 
FF and never be Bassanio so for me: 
* WH But, God sort all !—You are welcome home, my 
| lord. 
1 Buss. I thank you, madam: give welcome to 
o) my friend, 
This is the man, this is Anthonio, | 
| To whom I am so infinitely bound. 
15 Por. Vou should in all sense be much bound 
to him, 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. 
? Anth. No more than I am well acquainted of. 
Por. Sir, you are very welcome to our house: 
It must appear in other ways than words, 151 
Therefore I scant this breathing courtesy. 
GRATIANO and NERtssA Seem to talk apart. 
0 ra, By youder moon, I swear, you do me 
wrong; 
In faith, I gave it to the judge's clerk : 
5 Would he were gelt that had it, for my part, 
since you do take it, love, 80 much at heart. 
| Por. A quarrel, ho, already! ? what's the matter? 
Gra. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring 
t That she did give me; whose poesy was 


For all the world, like cutler*s'poetry 160 
 Ner. 


Upon a knife, love me, and leave me not. 
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Ner. What, talk you of the poesy, or the value! 
You swore tv me, when I did give it you, 
That you would wear it till your hour of death; 
And that it should lie with you in your grave: 
Though not for me, yet for your vehement oaths, 
You should have been respective, and have kept i. 
Gave it a judge's clerk !—but well I know, 
The clerk will ne'er wear hair on his face that 
had it. 
era. He will, an if he live to be a man, 17) 
Ner. Ay, if a woman live to be a man. 
Gra. Now, by this hand, I gave it to 2 
PFouth 
A kind of boy; a little scrubbed boy, 
No higher than thyself, the judge's clerk ; 
A prating boy, that begg'd it as a fee; 
I could not for my heart deny it him. 
Por. You were to blame, I must be plain with 
vo 
To part so slightly with your wife's first gift: 
A thing stuck on with oaths upon your finger, 
And riveted with faith unto your flesh. 180 
I gave my love a ring, and made him swear ( 
Never to part with it ; and here he stands : | ( 
I dare be sworn for him, he would not leave it, J 
| 
\ 


Nor pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 

That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 

You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief; 

An 'twere to me, I should be mad at it. |» 
Bass. Why, I were best to cut my left hand IP Fa 

And swear, 1 lost the ring defending it. Aside. ! 
Gra, My lord Bassanio gave his ring away 190 

Unto the judge that begg'd it, and, indeed, = 

Deserv'd WW 
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| Deserv'd it too; and then the boy, his clerk, 
| That took some pains in writing, he begg'd mine: 
| And neither man, nor master, would take aught 


| But the two rings. 


Por, What ring gave you, my lord ? 


Not that, T hope, which you receiv*d of me. 


Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault, 


| I would deny it; but you see, my finger 
Hath not the ring upon it 


Por. Even so void is your false heart of truth. 


By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed 
| Until I see the ring. | | | 


Ner. Nor I in your's, 


Till Jagain see mine. 


Bass. Sweet Portia, 


If you did know to whom I gave the ring, 
If you did know for whom I gave the ring, 
And would conceive for what I gave the ring, 
| And how unwillingly I left the ring, 210 - 
When nought would be accepted but the ring, 

| You would abate the strength of your displeasure. 


Por. If you had known the virtue of the ring, 


| Or half her worthiness that gave the ring, 

Or your own honour to retain the ring, 

| You would not then have parted with the ring: 
| What man is there so much unreasonable, 

If you had pleas'd to have defended it 

| With any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 


To urge the thing held as a ceremony ? 220 


| Nerissa teaches me what to believe; 
I'll die for't but some woman had the ring. 


Bass. No, by mine honour, madam, by my soul, 
No woman had it, but a civil doctor, 
„ Who 


it is gone. 200 
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Who did refuse three thousand ducats of me, 

And begg'd the ring; the which I did deny him, 

And suffer'd him to go displeas'd away; 

Even he that had held up the very life 

Of my dear friend. What should I say, sweet 
lady? 

I was enforc'd to send it after him ; 230 

J was beset with shame and courtesy; ; 

My honour would not let ingratitude 

So much besmear it: Pardon me, good lady; 

For, by these blessed candles of the night, 

Had you been there, I think, you would haye 
begg'd 

The ring of me to give the worthy doctor. 

Por. Let not that doctor e'er come near my 

house : 

Since he hath got the jewel that I lov'd, 

And that which you did swear to keep for „ 

I will become as liberal as you; 240 

I'll not deny him any thing I have, 

No, not my body, nor my husband's bed : 

Know him I shall, I am well sure of it: 

Lie not a night from home ; watch me, like 
Argus; 

If you do not, if I be left alone, 

Now, by mine honour, which is yet my own, 

I'll have that doctor for my bed-fellow. 

Ner. And J his clerk : therefore be well advis'd, 
How you do leave me to mine own protection. 
Gra. Well, do youso; let me not take him then; 
For, if I do, I'll mar the young clerk's pen. 251 
Anth. I am the unhappy Subject of these quar- 

rels. | Por, 
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Act J. | 
Por. Sir, grieve not you; you are men 
1, notwithstanding. 


Bass. Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong 
And, in the hearing of these many friends, 

| ] swear to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 
Wherein I see my myself 
Por. Mark you but that! 

In both mine eyes he doubly sees himself: 

In each eye, one: — swear by your double self, 
And there's an oath of credit. 261 
Bass. Nay, but hear me: 
Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear, 
never more will break an oath with thee, 

| Anth, I once did lend my body for his wealth; 
Which, but for him that had your husband's ring, 


ave 


Had quite miscarry'd : I Abbs be bound again, - 
My soul upon the forfeit, that your lord 

| Will never more break faith advisedly. 

Por. Then you shall be his surety: give him 
3 this; | 270 
And bid him keep it better than the other. | 
Auth. Here, lord Bassanio; swear to keep this 

ring. 


like 


tor. 
Por. I had it of him: pardon me, Bazzanio ; - 


gd, For by this ring the doctor lay with me. 


Ner. And pardon me my gentle Gratiano; 
en; For that same scrubbed boy, the doctor's clerk, 
251% In lieu of this, last night did lie with me. 

nar- 
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To PoRTIA. 


Bass. By heaven, it is the same I gave the doc. 


Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high- 
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In summer, where the ways are fair enough: 280 
What! are we cuckolds, ere we have deserv'd 
it? 

Por. Speak not so grossly.Vou are all amazed: 
Here is a letter, read it at your leisure; 
It comes from Padua, from Bellario: 
There you shall find, that Portia was the doctor; 
Nerissa there, her elerk : Lorenzo, here 
Shall witness, I set forth as soon as you, 
And but even now return'd ; I have not yet 


Enter'd my house.—Anthonio, you are welcome; 


And I have better news in store for you, 290 
Than you expect; unseal this letter soon; 


There you shall find, three of your argosies 


Are richly come to harbour suddenly: 
You shall not know by what strange accident 
I chanced on this letter. 
Anih. I am dumb. 
Bass. Were you the doctor, and I knew you 


not ? 
Gra. Were you the clerk, that is to make me 
cuckold ? 
Ner. Ay; but the clerk, that never means to 
do it, 
Unless he lire until he be a man. * 300 


Bass. Sweet doctor you shall be my bedfellow: 
When I am absent, then lie with my wife. 
Anth. Sweet lady, you have given me life and 
living: 
For here J read for certain, that my ships 
Are safely come to road. 
Por. How now, Lorenzo? 
My clerk hath some good comforts too for y * 
5 Ner. 


At V. MERCHANT OF VENICE. 101 


Ner. Ay, and I'Il give them him without a 
fee. — 

There do I give to you, and Jessica, 
From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift, 310 
After his death, of all he dies possess'd "En 

Lor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the way 
Of starved people. | 

Por. It is almost morning, 
And yet, I am sure, you are not catisfy'd 
Of these events at full : let us goin; 
And charge us there upon inter*gatories, 
And we will answer all things faithfully. 

Gra. Let it be so: the first inter'gatory, 
That my Nerissa shall be sworn on, is,. 320 
Whether till the next night she had rather stay; 
Or go to bed now, being two hours to day: 
But were the day come, I should wish it dark, 
That I were couching with the doctor's clerk. 
Well, while I live, PII fear no other thing 
$0 sore, as Keeping safe Nerissa's ring, 

[ Exeunt omnes. 


THE END. 


— — 5 
5 8 . 12 en — 4 yds ENG 2 2 
„ he $a OS 
WER : 


. 
— ” 


—— —— ⸗— —— 


> 


— —— 


** o . . * An 
"Su Se bY 


& - 
n 


* * ; . — l 8 — D * pt — 2 1 
— — * x : : — 5 — 4. — — wa — — ——— ©, a8 
— * 3 — £ 7 DE Mg Ss F AAA ETA ave Cort FR e 
— . 4 5 2 2 £78 * 3 8 ' 
nds 028 ns 3 — 8 Wc. N 222 ES TLC ; — 
Laws: a pong) a: , 9 ES. — 3 8 CI rein ioalibizopls nnn . I — ann — „ 
N * nid ES ITE Ye Ep EY . — ian = * : 

Ip 5 es 


1 


— 


, LOVE'S LABOURS LOST. i. 


— —  - -—- —— — —— — — — \ go—_y —— -— — 
_— 


W 


7 


Woodman j<'4 + 


HNL LE FarPRrTY CRISS of. LORA 


\ eee ute, 9 750 16 N Ht «© Hor acoieitea 


* 
—— 


4 4 


printed for Jahn C awthcam NY Catherine Street, S trand. Nov. 141806. 


0 


Uh 


+ 


ö 


- 


2 2 


288 


L 


: 
1 


0 . 

4. 

1 i 
4+ bit 


i 


} 


-- —_— .- * — 
2 1 8 . p a „2 — Y : | 
5 7 * * — - , ” » CONE 


| 


2 n k * N Ls _ crave 6 . : Ss * — — 9 £ _— 3 072 r o — „ rs — 
bl „ 7 © 1 as 12 A s * , - ID © . AS > 3 8 ©. 3 SON oy — * * * 2m — ba — 2 — — b 
— ——— —— 2 9 N e * NR EE FFF oe EE En i + wor of x : 
* "+ — 28 = — 3 . - — —— — * 2 
—— aphiesy NEE e Fon Cz . —— 5 + 
a . . 0 x 2 * . FE * oo 3 Buy E 
4 * l n e 
o 3 F * 9 as ; | 3 
. , KS * 
1 1 1 1 
N * od Tu { MN | Ana V1 ! {Lt 4 TA 4 
* 0 1 \ | [] L L [ / U :, i1 4 " +3 1 [ 7 | 0 1 1 an « F 
0 * — 128 7 l 1 „ | * ! 1% 7 : . 1 | ! 1 ' 7 it [ : KH 1071 N q 
* pugepEgupBoloYeby tl 4 N | 41 - | 10445 
5 Ne no i } Up II! Ti I Nn I ö 14 141 8 4 
rr = ie 5 4! - { : ! 15 2070 
* THHHH! bret T | NG [ RAMH : 
4 - ve Tok they þ ' * ] 1487 1411177 
4 bad ATTN 1h q 599 7 yi; } 1 
M7, 4/þ4/ " 7 k 1 1h4 LY 
Tiki — — TUNED 5 5 N as 
"5 HHAHHHK: 199 1307 1 ur | ttt. uy 
. HT 19 thd KL \ \ f ' 144 1 I 7 
In. " +J4\ ROT 7 1434 11434 
* A M4! 0 7 ' | MY M4 41 14:44 
"*% ＋ 4 it 1 1 * S. HD 11471 * 
75 7 D ) I | 1447 THR 
oh N I Rn wN 117848 
. — I 40 12 2 
5 — Q 11311218 
+ x D —— N DV d 12212920 
8 6 1 — — R m 13 14215 
— — — 7 
i 5 — D 0 _ AAA | MIR 
1 5 ——— . % : — | A! 4 
% | ———— JJ | I [ == * | 1143 
. | I | Q (WA HH 
IS [HH = 1 | l V 1213 
3 —— | 8 - * U — 
5 . ' — 1 * = =o 
5 . . 4 — 4 4 = 12 
e === 1110 Fit! ! 
? g SST TERRY - } 
* ＋ VI | | it ST ESSSEAES . = 2 l | 4 
p == j 2 — = 
4% [ — \ | 8. TEEN M 
{ — N | THERE — ö - \ 
11 ! — * — "208 — 1 —— 4 
2 —— === 7 - 
_— — 1 i — 
! i — 
5 | | — — 7 . 
e 0 ll Wee == 
: = : | / 1 1 % Z 
| — ' * 1 
* ; Al ——— = | 7. | k [ | 7 - 
- 1111 [l : y - 1 | [/ | i > If 2 
Mb | 
= : \ _ | \W \ i AA 
” - 45 4 1 : 
II — — = 27 4j A \ \\ wel f 7 


— 


mT 


7 — — . 
=== 1 5 r 2 - =D N ; 
N. _ 315-400] = 2 } 
* - N ; 
== || 3+ e 8 N fl 
= V Are i S555 d : 
mp — \ I; 84 | IT 255 5 2 BWV — {| 
— . ——— — f 
1 —— | 2 2 1 \ y 
AH = N * f = \\\ | 
[ok SS | {| BEES 17 : : : „ W \ S 
> we par 1 N72 2 1 PH f 5 T 4 5 \ — = 
TAY =— 8 Th 1 HH —.— $558; * =Þ] — 
1 54 : : IW — — 
7 m1 boos 25 — "on: S N = 
1 === I Et 37 475 8 \ — 
e — V7 E 5 25582; : 7 5 N — 


Wi 


1 
4 


| 


(141 


6 
DO 
SS 
* 
172717 
th 
— 9 
tt + 
way 
tt 
+ 
+ 
7 
N 
WV 
\ 
7 
it, 
LULL 


10 2 | : : = = WY << - | 7. il 
J | 9 Gr N , / 044 u, g 1 | | ; 


| 


— — 
11 —ů —— 


— ay ne — — 


2 F : 1 140 
* x W g If l 4 f f An Ft 1 1 ö 9527 ＋ 
27766 WY al N RW ; 1385 5 : 20 : : : ith THE 


Fin, 1 N wlll) 


227 


unn zan, e — — | — RE 5 r 1 : 3 


Id mmm 
ATR 0% 


. 
ey 
8 


Bell's Edition. 


LOYE's LABOUR's LOST 


3 * 

WILL. SHAKSPERE: 
Printed Compleie from the TEXT of 

AM. FOYNSON and GEO, STEEFENS, 


And revised from the last Editions. 


äEä— —— — — — 


— .Z P———— ð·w— — —ƷĩꝓH— — — — 
—— —— ëVVä— nn en er ene 


— — 


When Learning's triumph o'er her barb'rous foes 

First rear'd the Stage, immortal SHA RKSFPERE rose; 

Each change of many-colour'd life he drew, 

Exhausted worlds, and then imagin'd new: 

Existence saw him spurn her bounded reign, 

And panting Time toil'd after him in vain ; 

His pow'rful $trokes presiding Truth confess'd, 

And unresistea Passion storm'd the breast. 
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OBSERVATIONS 
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] xave not hitherto discovered any novel on which this co- 
medy appears to ha ve been founded; and yet the story of it has 
most of the features of an ancient romance. STFEEVENSs 
In this play, which all the editors have concurred to censure, 
and some have rejected as unworthy of our poet, it must be con- 
fessed that there are many passages mean, childish, and vulgar; 
and some which ought not to have been exhibited, as we are 
told they were, to a maiden queen. But there are scattered 
through the whole many sparks of genius; nor is there any 

play that has more evident marks of the hand of Shakspere. 
8 JokNxSON. 
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MEV. 
FERDINAND, King of Nawvarre. 
ee its, 0 Three Loras attending upon the King 1 7 
Duin : 9 Retirement. 
Boyer, 


' 7 . + þ1 7 1 5 1 
MERCADFE, Lerd, attending upon the Princess of France, 


DoN ADRIAN O DE ARMADO, à fantastical Spaniart, 
NaTHANiELy a Curate. 

Dur, a Constable. 

HoLorERNES, a Schoolmaster. 

COST ARD,; a Cloaun. 

Mor, Page to Don Adriano de Armado. 


Forester. 
WOMEN. 
Princess of France. 
ROSALINE; | 
Maria, Ladies, attending on the Princess. 


KATHARINE, | 
JAQUENETTA, à Country Wench. 


Officers, and others, Attendants upon the King and Princess. 


SCENE, the King of Nawarre's Palace, and the Country near its 


This enumeration of the persons was made by Mr. Rowe. 
Ton NS0Ns 


ä — — cw__—__ 


—_— — 


= —— 


LOVE's LABOUR's LOST. | 


—— — —— 
— —  — —— . — — 


: 3 i ae A” 0 
* N " = 4 2 n K 3 £ l 
% NS OBE 2 — I 2 73 S 
= - 2 > 695 — 2 1 v1 * s 


FC 


"ACT 1c - SCENE. bh 


Navarre. The Palace. Enter the King, BIRON, Lox- 
GAVILLE, and DUMAIN. 


Ring. 

Le fame, that all hunt after in their lives, 
Live registred upon our brazen tombs, = 
And then grace us in the disgrace of death ; = 
When, spite of cormorant devouring time, 
The endeavour of this present breath may buy 
That honour, which shall bate his scythe's keen edge, 
And make us heirs of all eternity. 
Therefore, brave conquerors !—for so you are, 
That war against your own affections, 
And the huge army of the world's desires 
Our late edict shall strongly stand in force: 
Navarre shall be the wonder of the world; 

A 11 
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Our court shall be a little Academe, 


Still and contemplative in hving art. 
You three, Biron, Dumain, and Longaville, 


Have sworn for three years” term to live with me, 


My fellow scholars, and to keep those statutes, 
That are recorded in this schedule here: 


Your oaths are past, and now subscribe your names; 
That his own hand may strike his honour down, 


That violates the smallest branch herein: 
If you are arm'd to do, as sworn to do, 
Subscribe to your deep oath, and keep it too. 


Long. I am resolv'd: *tis but a three years fast; 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine: 


Fat paunches have lean pates; and dainty bits 

Make rich the ribs, but bankerout the wits. 
Dum. My loving lord, Dumain is mortify'd ; 

The grosser manner of these world's delights 


He throws upon the gross world's baser slaves : 


To love, to wealth, to pomp, I pine and die; 
With all these living in philosophy. 

Biron. I can but say their protestation over, 
So much, dear liege, I have already sworn, 
That is, to live and study here three years. 
But there are other strict observances : 

As, not to see a woman in that term 

W hich, I hope well, is not enrolled there, 
And, one day in a week to touch no food; 
And but one meal on every day beside ; 

The which, I hope, is not enrolled there. 
And then, to sleep h 
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And not be seen to wink of all the day 
| (When I was wont to think no harm all night, 


And make a dark night too of half the day); 


Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there. 


0, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep; 


Not to see ladies, study, fast, nor sleep. 


King. Your oath is pass'd to pass away from these. 
iron. Let me say, no, my liege, an if you please; 


only swore, to study with your grace, 51 


And stay here in your court for three years? space. 
Long. You swore to that, Biron, and to the rest. 
Biron. By yea and nay, sir, then I swore in jest. 

What is the end of study? let me know. 

King. Why, that to know, which else we Should 
10t know. | | 
Biren. Things hid and barr'd (you mean) from 
common sense? . 
King. Ay; that is study's god-like recompence. 
Biron. Come on then, I will swear to study so, 
To know the thing I am forbid to know: 60 
As thus, — To study where I well nuy dine, 
When I to feast expressly am forbid ; 

Or, study where to meet some mistress fine, 

When mistresses from common sense are hid: 

Or, having sworn too hard- a-Kkeeping oath, 

Study to break it, and not break my troth, 

[t study's gain be thus, and this be so, 

Study knows that, which yet it doth not Know: 

wear me to this, and I will ne'er say, no. 

| King. 
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King. These be the stops that hinder study quite, 
And train our intellects to vain delight. 71 
Biron. Why, all delights are vain; but that myy 
vain, 
Which, with pain purchas'd, doth inherit pain : 
As, painfully to pore upon a book, 
Io seek the light of truth; while truth the while 
Doth falsely blind the eye-sight of his look: 
Light, seeking light, doth light of light beguite: 
So, ere you find where light in darkness lies, 
Vour light grows dark by losing of your eyes. 
Study me how to please the eye indeed, 90 
By fixing it upon a fairer eye; 
Who dazzling so, that eye shall be his heed, 
And give him light, that it was blinded by. 
Study is like the heaven's glorious sun, 
That will not be deep search'd with saucy looks ; 
Small have continual plodders ever won, 
Save base authority from others* books. 
These earthly godfathers of heaven's lights, 
That give a name to every fixed star, 
Have no more profit of their shining nights, a9 
Than those that walk and wot not what they are. 
Too much to know, is, to know nought but fame; 
Andevery godfather can give a name. | 
King. How well he's read, to reason against read- 
ing! 
Dum. Proceeded well, to stop all good vroceeding 
Long. He weeds the corn, and still lets grow the 
weeding, 
Bron, 


hg ys — 8 BY 


mozt 


C5 


90 


9 


read- 


5 
ding! 


y the 


Biron, 


ut like of each thing that in se 


Tie LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 9 


Biron. The spring is near, when green geese are a 
breeding. 
Dum. How follows that ? 
Biron. Fit in his place and time. 
Dum. In reason nothing. 100 
Biron. Something then in rhime. 
Long. Biron is like an envious sneaping frost, 
That bites the first-born infants of the spring. 
Biron. Well, say Il am: why should proud summer 
boast, : 
Before the birds have any cause to sing? 


Why Should 1 joy in an abortive birth? 
At Christmas I no more desire a rose, 
Than wish a snow 1n May's new-fangled shows; 


ason grows. 


So you, to study now it is too late, 110 
That were to climb o'er the house t'unlock the gate. 


King. Well, sit you out: go home, Biron; adieu! 
Bron. No, my good lord; I have sworn to stay 
with you: 


And, though I have for barbarism spoke more, 


Than for that angel knowledge you can say, 


| Yet confident I'll keep what I have swore, 


And bide the penance of each three years' day. 


| Give me the paper, let me read the same; 


And to the strict'st decrees I'll write my name. 
Aimg. How well this yielding rescues thee from 
Shame ! 


Biron. Item, That no woman sſiall come within à mile 
| of my court, [Reading.] Hath this been proclaimed ? 
5 | Long. 


10 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. FEE, 
Long. Four days ago. 
Biron. Let 1 808 the 8 fan of losing her 

tongue. Reading. ] Who devis'd this penalty? 
Long. Marry, that did ]. 

Brron. Sweet lord, and why? 


Long. To fright them hence with that dread pe. | 


nalty. 
Biron. A dangerous law against gentility ! 


Item, [Reading.] If any man be scen to tath with | 
woman wryhim the term of three years, he shall endure | 
such public shame as the rest of the court can possibly 


193 | 


deuise, — 
This article, my liege, yourself must break ; 
For, well yon know, here comes in embassy 


A maid of grace, and complete majesty—— 
About surrender up of Aquitain 
To her decrepit, sick, and bed-rid father : 
Therefore this article is maid in vain, 140 
Or vainly comes the admired princess hither. 
King. What say you, lords? why, this was quite 
forgot. 
Biron. So study evermore is overshot ; 
While it doth study to have what it would, 
It doth forget to do the thing it should: 
And when it hatluthe thing it hunteth most, 
"Tis won, as towns with fire; so won, $0 lost. 
King. We must, of force, dispense with this de- 
cree; | 
She must lie here on mere necessity. 
| Biron. 


123 


The French king's daughter, with yourself to Speak— | 


BY) 


de- 
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Biron, Necessity will make us all forsworn 150 

Three thousand times within this three years 
space; 8 


| For every man with his affects is born; 


Not by might master'd, but by special grace: 


If 1 break faith, this word shall speak for me, 
I am forsworn on mere necessity. 
| So to the laws at large write my name : 


And he, that breaks them 1n the least degree, | 


stands in attainder of eternal shame: 
Suggestions are to others, as to me; 


| But, I believe, although I seem so loth, 160 
| [am the last that will last Keep his oath. 
| But is there no quick recreation granted? 


king. Ay, that there is: our court, you know, is 
haunted | 
With a refined traveller of Spain; 


A man in all the world's new fashion planted, 


That hath a mint of phrases in his brain: 


One, whom the musick of his own vain tongue 


Doth ravish, like enchanting harmony; 
A man of compliments, whom right and wrong 
Have chose.as umpire of their mutiny: 170 
This child of fancy, that Armado hight, 
For interim to our studies, Shall relate, 
In high-born words, the worth of many a knight 
From tawny Spain, lost in the world's debate, 
How you delight, my lords, I know nor, I; 
But, I protest, I love to hear him lie, 
And I will use him for my minstrelsy. 


Haw Bron. 
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Act l. 
Biron. Armado is a most illustrious wight, 


A man of fire-new words, fashion's own knight, : 
Long. Costard the swain, and he, shall be our sport; hr 
And, so to study, three years is but short. 8 WW tin 
Enter DULL, and COSTARD, wit a ettc) 25 
an 
Dull. Which is the duke's own person? is 
Biron. This, fellow; What would'st? fol 
Dull. I myself reprehend his own person, for Ham 
his grace's tharborough : but I would sce his n 
person 1n flesh and blood, | dc 
Biron. This is he. 
Dull. Signior Arme, — Arme commends you, 
There's villany abroad; this letter will tell vou 
more. 19 t. 
Cost. Sir, the contempts thereof are as touching 
me. | | 
King. A letter from the magnificent Armado. „ 


Biron. How low soever the matter, I hope in Got 
for high words. 


Long. A high hope for a low having: God grant us 
patience ! | 


Biron. To hear ? or forbear hearing ? 
Long. To hear meek ly, sir, and to laugh mode 


| Wee or to forbear both. 20⁰ 


Biron. Well, sir, be it as the stile shall give us 
cause to climb in the merriness. 
Cost. The matter is to me, sir, as concerning Ja— 


quenetta, The manner of it is, I was taken with the 
manner. 


Birol. 
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Biron. In what manner? 
Cost. In manner and form following, sir; all those 


| three: I was seen with her in the manor house, sit 
| ting with her upon the form, and taken following her 
into the park; which, put together, is, in manner 


and form following. Now, sir, for the manner, —it 


is the manner of a man to speak to a woman: for the 
form, —in some form. 


Biron. For the following, sir? 
(ost. As it shall follow in my correction; and God 


defend the right! 


King. Will you hear the letter with attention? 
Biron. As we would hear an oracle. 
Cost. Such 1s the Simplicity of man to hearken after 


| the flesch, _ 220 


King. Reads. ] Great deputy, the well'en's vicegerent, 
and sole dominator of Navarre, my soul's earth's God, 
and body's fost' ring patron, — 

Cost. Not a word of Costard yet: 

King. So zt 25s,— 

Cost. It may be so: but if he say it is so, he is, in 
telling true, but so, $0. 

King. Peace. 

Cost. Be to me, and every man that dares not fight! 
King. No words. 230 
Cost. —Of other men's secrets, I beseech you. | 
King. So it is, besteged with sable coloured melancholy, 

I did commend the black oppressing humour to the most 
wholesome physick of thy health giving air; and, as I am 
a gentleman, betook myself to walk, The time, when ? 
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14 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 44 . 
About the $1xth hour; when beasts most graze, birds hot 
peck, and men sit down to that nourtshment which ;, 
called supper. So much for the time when: Now for 
the ground which + which, I mean, I walk*d upon N it 


is ycleped, thy park. Then for the place where ; where, | 
mean, I did encounter that obscene and most preposterou; | 
event, that draweth from my snow-white pen the ebon. 


colour'd ink, which here thou vietest, beholdest, Surye est, 
or seest 5 But to the place, obere, — It $tandeth north. 
north east and by east from the west corner of thy curious. 


knotted gardeu : There did I see that low-spirited Swan, | 


that base minnow of thy mirth, ¶ Cost. Me. that unlet- 


ter d small-knowing soul, ( Cost. Me. that shallow vas. 
gal, ( Cost. Still me.) which as remember, hight Cos. 
tard, (Cost. O me I sorted and consorted, contrary to | 


thy established proclatmed edict and continent canon, with, 
—with—0 with, but with this | passion to say wiere- 


WI fin 253. 


Cost. With a wench. 
King. With a child of our grandmother Eve, a female; 


er, for thy more Sweet understanding, a woman. Hin, | 


{as my ever-esteemed duty pricks me on) have sent to thee, te 
receive the meed of puntshment, by thy sweet grace's officer, 


Anthony Dull; a man of good repute, carriage, bearing, 


and estimation. 200 
Dull. Me, an't shall please you ; I am Anthony 
Dull. 
King. For Jacquenetta (so is the weaker vessel called 
which 1 apprehended with the aforesaid $wain) ; I keep her 
as d vessel of thy law's fury; and shall, at the least of thy 
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| with a 


] fast a week with bran and w ater, 
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ruret notice, bring her to trial. Mine in all compliments 
Y devoted and heart burning heat of duty, 

Don ADRIANO DE ARMADO. 

Wbt This is not so well as [ look'd for, but the 


best that ever I heard, 


But, sirrah, 
271 


King. Ay, the best for the worst. 


Cost. Sir, | confess the wench. 
King. Did you hear the proclamation? 
Cost. 1 do confess much of the hearing it, but little 


| of the marking of it. 


King. It was proclaim'd a year's imprisonment to 


be taken with a wench. 


Cost. I was taken with none, sir; I was taken with 


a damosel. 


King. Well, it was s proclaimed St, 280 


ct. This was no damosel neither, sir; she was a 


virgin. 


King. It is so varied too; for it was proclaim'd, 
virgin. 

Cost. If it were, I deny her ne 1 was taken 
maid. | 
King. This maid will not serve your turn, sir. 
Cost. This maid will serve my turn, sir. | 
King. Sir, I will pronounce sentence; You shall 

| 290 

Cost. I had rather pray a month with mutton and 
porridge, 

King, And Don Armado chall be your keeper.— 
My lord Biron, see him deliver'd o'er.— 
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6. LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. Ad. 
And go we, lords, to put in practice that, 
Which each to other hath so Strongly sworn. 


| Excunt, 
Biron. I'll lay my head to any good man's hat, 


These oaths and laws will prove an idle scorn.— 


Sirrah, come on. 299 | 
Cost. I suffer for the truth, sir; for true it is, I was 


taken with Jacquenetta, and Jacquenetta is a true girl; 
and therefore, welcome the sour cup of prospexity! 


Affliction may one day smile again, and 'till then, sit! 


thee down + SOrrOW. [ Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 


ARMADO'S ,,, Enter ARMADO, and MOTH, 


Arm. Boy, what sign is it, when a man of great 


spirit grows melancholy ? | 
Moth. A great sign, sir, that he will look sad. 
Arm. Why, sadness is one and the self-same thing, 

dear imp. 
Moth. No, no; O lord, 'sir, no. | 210 


Arm. How canst thou part sadness and melancholy, 
my tender juvenal ? | 


Moth. By a familiar demonstration of the work king, 
my tough signior. 


Arm. Why, tough signior? why, tough signior ? 


Moth. Why, tender juvenal? why, tender juve— 
nal! 


Arm. I spoke it, tender vena, as a congruent 
| epitheton, 


0 


AAl. 


I. 


LEUN, 


ing, 


| apt? 
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epitheton, appertaining to thy young days, which 


we may Nominate, tender. 320 
Moth. And J, tough signior, as an appertinent title 


to your old time, which we may name, tough, 


Arm. Pretty, and apt. 
Moth. How mean you, sir? I pretty, and my say- 


ing apt? or T apt, and my saying pretty? 


Arm. Thou pretty, because little. 
Moth. Little pretty, because little: Wheretore 


Arm. And therefore apt, because quick. 

Moth. Speak you this in my praise, master? 330 
Arm. In thy condign praise. 

Moth. 1 will praise an eel with the same praise, 
Arm. What? that an eel is ingenious ? 

Moth. That an eel is quick. 

Arm. J do say, thou art quick in answers: Thou 


heat'st my blood. 


Moth. 1 am answer'd, sir. 
Arm. I love not to be cross'd. 
Moti. He Speaks the mere contrary, crosses love 


not him. 340 


Arm. 1 have promised to rudy three years with the 


Fakes: 


Moth. You may do it in an hour, sir. 

Arm. Impossible. 

Moth. How many is one thrice told? 

Arm. 1 amill at reckoning, it fitteth the spirit of a 


| tapster, 


Moth, You are a gentleman, and a gamester, sir. 
Bu -- Arm. 
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Arm. I confess both; they are both the varnish of 
a complete man. 350 

Moth. Then, I am sure, you know how much the | 
gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to, | 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Moth. Which the base Songs do call, three. 

Arm. True. 

Moth, Why, sir, is this such a piece of study? Non 
here is three studied, ere you'll thrice wink: and how | 
easy it is, to put years to the word three, and study! 


three years in two words, the dancing horse wil! tell | 
you. 360 


Arm. A most fine figure! 
Moth. To prove you a cypher. 


Arm. 1 will hereupon contess, I am in love: and 
as it is base ſor a soldier to love, so 1 am in love with | 
a base wench. If drawing my sword against the hu- | 
mour of affection would deliver me from the repro- } 
bate thought of it, I would take desire prisoner; and | 
ransom him to any French courtier tor a new devisd 
court'sy. I think scorn to sigh; methinks, I should 


out-swear Cupid. Comfort me, boy; What great 
men have been in love? 371 
Moth. Hercules, master. 


Arm. Most sweet Hercules !—More authority, dear 


boy, name more ; and, sweet my child, let them be 
men of good repute and carriage. 

Moth. Sampson, master: he was a man of good 
carriage, great carriage; for he carried the towin- 
gates on his back, like a porter: and he was in love. 

Arm. 


u 


41. 
h of 


330 
the 


Now | 
how | 
dy f 
tell! 
360 | 


good 
2 Wits 
VC. 

Arm. 


| didst me in carrying gates. 
vas Sampson's love, my dear Moth ? 382 


| had small reason for it. 
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Arm. O well-knit Sampson! strong-jointed Samp- 
son! I do excel thee in my rapier, as much as thou 
I am in love too. Who 


Moth. A woman, master. 
Arm. Of what complex1on ? 
Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two; or 


one of the four. 


Arm. Tell me precisely of what complex1on ? 

Moth. Of the sca-water green, sir. 

Arm. Is that one of the four complex1ons ? 

Moth. As I have read, sir; and the best of them 


Ed: 391 


Arm. Green, indeed, is the colour of lovers; but 


to have a love of that colour, methinks, Sampson 


He, surely, attected her for 


| her wit. 


Meth. It was so, sir; for she had a green wit. 
Arm. My love is most immaculate white and red. 
Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are mask'd 
under such colours. 
Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant. 400 
Moth, My father's wit, and my mother's tongue, 
assist me! | 
Arm, Sweet invocation of a child ; most pretty, and 
pathetical! 
Moth. If she be made of white and red, 
Her faults will ne'er be known; 
For blushing cheeks by faults are bred, 
And fears by pale-white ho wWÜ n: 
Then, 
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44 
Then, if she fear, or be to blame, ror 
By this you shall not know; 1410 W i 
For $till her cheeks possess the same, / 
Which native she doth owe. 
A dangerous rhime, master, against the reason of r 
white and red. = -/ 
Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King and f F 
the Beggar ? 
Moth. The world was very guilty of snch a ballad N F 
Some three ages since: but, I think, now *tis not to | : 
be found; or, if it were, it would neither serve for WF 
the writing, nor the tune. | 4420 ö | 
Arm. I will have that subject newly writ o'er, that | f 
I may example my digression by some mighty prece- | ; 
dent. Boy, I do love that country girl, that 1 took | : 
in the park with the rational hind Costard; she de. ; 
Serves well. | 
Moth. To be whipp'd; and yet a better love than WF _ 
my master. | | ( Aside, WM thi 
Arm. Sing, boy; my spirit grows heavy in love. ( 
Moth. And that's great marvel, loving a light WM 
wench. 430 Wl 
Arm, I say, sing. | 
Moth. Forbear, *till this company be past. i 
Enter DULL, COSTARD, and JAQUENETTA, 
| | f | 
Dull. Sir, the duke's pleasure 1s, that you keep loc 


Costard safe: and you must let him take no delight, 


nor no penance; but a' must fast three days a week: W to 
| For 


7. 


han 
de, 


eep 
rht, 
ek: 


For 
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| ror this damsel, I must keep her at the park; she is 


allowed for the day-woman. Fare you well. 

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing. 
Maid. 

Jag. Man. 

Arm. IT will visit thee at the lodge. 440 

Jag. That's hereby. 

Arm, 1 know where it is situate. 

Jag. Lord, how wise you are! 

Arm. 1 will tell thee wonders, 

Jag. With that face? 

Arm. I love thee. 

Jag. So 1 heard you say. 

Arm. And so farewell. 

Jag. Fair weather after you! 


| Dull. Come, Jaquenetta, away. 450 


\ [Exeunt DULL, and JAQUENETTA. 
Arm. Villain, thou shalt fast for thy offences, ere 


thou be pardoned. 


(ost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall doit 


on a full stomach. 


Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished. 
Cost. Jam more bound to you, than your fellows, 


for they are but lightly rewarded. 


Arm. Take away this villain ; shut him up. 
Moth. Come, you transgressing slave; away. 


Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir; I will fast, being 


loose. 461 
Moth. No, sir; that were fast and loose: thou shalt 

to prison. 
Cost. 
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Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of qe. | 
Solation that I have seen, some shall See — 

Moth. What shall some see? — 

Cost. Nay, nothing, master Moth, but what they BY 
look upon. It is not for prisoners to be silent in their WW «© 
words; and, therefore I will say nothing: I thank | k 
God, I have as little patience as another man; and 
therefore I can be quiet. | 471 1 | 

| [ Exeunt Mor and CosTaip, | | No 

Arm. I. do affect the very ground, which is base, / | Co 
where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, ; | To 
which is basest, doth tread. 1 shall be forswirn WM 10 
(which is a great argument of falsehood), if I love: | Br 
And how can that be true love, which is falsely n | Ot 
attempted ? Love is a familiar; love is a devil: = 
there is no evil angel but love. Yet Sampson was WM Tt 
so tempted ; and he had an excellent strength: yet | | Bc 
was Solomon so seduced ; and he had a very good | A 
wit. Cupid's but-shaft is too hard for lHerc.iles' | 
club, and therfore too much odds for a Spaniard's WM A 
rapier. The first and second cause will not serve 4 
my turn; the passado he respects not, the ducllo WM 

he regards not: his disgrace is to be call'd boy; WM \ 
but his glory is, to subdue men. Adieu, valour! W B 
rust, rapier! be $till, drum! for your manager is WW \ 
in love; yea he loveth. Assist me some extemporal WM | 
god of rhime, for L am sure, I shall turn sonneteer. 1 
Devise wit; write pen; for I am for whole volumes 1 
in folio. [ Exit. D 
| | ERR 


LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST, 


de. | 


ACT H. SCENE TD. 


Before the King of Navarre's palace. Enter the. princess 
| of France, ROSALINE, MaklA, KATHARINE, 
BoYET, Lords, and other Attendants. 


they | 
heir | 


ank | 
. Boyet. 4 
1 Now, madam, summon up your dearest spirits: 9 

ase, Consider who the king your father sends; 9 

oo, | To whom he sends; and what's his embassy: 5 
en Yourself, held precious in the world's esteem ; 9 

ve: o parley with the sole inheritor | 1 

xely | Of all per fections that a man may owe, 1 
vil: Matchless Navarre; the plea of no less weight 0 
Re | Than Aquitain, a dowry tor a queen. | Fi 
80 Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, = 
my | As nature was in making graces dear, 180 Hz 
los WH When she did starve the general world beside, 1 
d'$ | | And prodigally gave them all to you. j 

Ke , | Prin. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but p 

Io | mean, i 
ov; W Needs not the painted Genie of your praise; 55 

ur! WF Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 5 
is Not utter'd by base sale of chapmen's tongues: 1 
ral lam less proud to hear you tell my worth, 1 
er. W Than you much willing to be counted wise 1 

nes In spending thus your wit in praise of mine. 

vit. But now to task the tasker, - Good Boyet, 20 

55 You are not ignorant, all- telling fame 


5 | Doth 
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Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 
Till painful study shall out wear three years, 
No woman may approach his silent court: 
Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course, 
Before we enter his forbidden gates, 

To know his pleasure; and, in that behalf, 
Bold of your worthiness, we single you 

As our best-moving fair solicitor: 


Tell him the daughter of the king of France, 2a | 


On serious business, craving quick dispatch, 

Importunes personal conference with his grace, 

Haste, signify so much; while we attend, 

Like humble-visag'd suitors, his high will. 
Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go. 


Prin. All pride is willing pride, and yours is s0—, 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords, | 
That are vow-fellows with this virtuous duke ? 
Lord. Longaville is one. 


Prin. Know you the man ? 4e | 


Mar. I knew him, madam ; at a marriage-teast, 
Between Lord Perigort and the beauteous heir 
Of Jaques Faulconbridge solemnized, 

In Normandy saw I this Longaville : 

A man of sovereign parts he is esteem'd ; 

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms : 

Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well: 

The only soil of his fair virtue's gloss 

(If virtue's gloss will stain with any sol), 

Is a sharp wit match'd with too blunt a will; zo 


Whose 


Exit. 


Bi 


ll, 


Exit, 
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Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills 
It should spare none that come within his power. 
Prin. Some merry mocking lord, belike; is't so? 
Mar. They say so most, that most his humours 
know. 


Prin. Such short- liv'd wits do wither as they grow. 


| Who are the rest ? 


Kath. The young Dumain, a well-accomplish'd 
youth, 


| Of all that virtue love, for virtue lov'd: 

ö Most power to do most harm, least Knowing ill; 
For he hath wit to make an ill shape good, 60 
And shape to win grace though he had no wit. 

saw him at the duke Alengon's once; 

And much too little, of that good I saw, 

| 1s my report to his great worthiness. 


Nosa. Another of these students at that time 


Was there with him, as I have heard a truth; 
| Biron they call him; but a merrier man, 


Within the limit of becoming mirth, 


| I never spent an hour's talk withal: 

His eye begets occasion for his wit; 

For every object that the one doth catch, 

| The other turns to a mirth-moving jest: 
Which his fair tongue (conceit's expositor) 


79 


Delivers in such apt and gracious words, 


That aged ears play truant at his tales, 
And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 
So sweet and voluble is his discourse. 


Prin, God bless my ladies! are they all in love; 


That 


— — — Tr Dong I —_ 
+ x of e 7 - e 2 
* N . 


ee 


— as 


2 

2 K : nat 3 

VC 
10 © 962 |; 


, 3 
— "> 


— 


n 
e 


*; 


; 


26 LOVE'S LABOUR'S Los r. AR /, 
That every one her own hath garnished 


With such bedecking ornaments of praise? 810 


Mar. Here comes Boyet. 


Re-enter BOYET. 


Prin. Now, what admittance, lord ? 

Boyet. Navarre had notice of your fair approach; 
And he and his competitors in oath 
Were all address'd to meet you, gentle lady, 
Before I came. Marry, thus much I have learnt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the field | 
(Like one that comes here to besiege his court), 
Then seek a dispensation for his oath, 


To let you enter his unpeopled house. 90 


Here comes Navarre. 


Enter the King, LoNGA VILLE, DUMAIN, BIROx, 


and Attendants. 


King. Fair princess, welcome to the court of Na- 


varre, 


Prin. Fair, I give you back again; and, welcome 
I have not yet: the roof of this court is too high to | 


be yours; and welcome to the wide fields too. base 
to be mine. | | 
King. You shall be welcome, madam, to my court, 
Prin. Iwill be welcome then; conduct me thither. 
King. Hear me, dear lady, I have sworn an oath, 
Prin, Our Lady help my lord ! he'll be foresworn. 
King. Not for the world, fair madam, by my will. 
| Prin. 
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Prin. Why, will shall break it; will, and nothing 
else. 2 102 
King. Your ladyship is ignorant what it is. 
Prin. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise, 
Where now his knowledge must prove ignorance. 


| 1 hear, your grace hath sworn-out house-keeping : 
is deadly sin to keep that oath, my lord, 

And sin to break it: 

| But pardon me, I am too sudden bold; | 

| To teach a teachor ill beseemeth me. "4410 
| Vouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming, 

and suddenly resolve me in my suit. 


King. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 
Prin. You will the sooner, that I were away ; 


For you'll prove perjur'd, if you make me stay. 


Biron, Did not I dance with you in Brabant 
once ? | 

Ros. Did not I dance with you in Brabrant once ? 

Biron. I know, you did. 

Ros. How needless was it then 


To ask the question! 120 
Biron. Vou must not be so quick. 


Ros, Tis long of you, that spur me with such 
questions. | 
Biron. Your wit's too hot, it speeds too fast, *twill 
tire. | 
Ros. Not *till it leave the rider in the mire. 
Biron. What time o'day ? | 
Ros. The hour that fools should ask. 
Biron. Now fair befall your mask! 
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Ros. Fair fall the face it covers! 
Biron. And send you many lovers! | 
Ros. Amen : $0 you be none. 3 
Biron. Nay, then will I be gone. 

King. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
The payment of a hundred thousand crowns ; 
Being but the one half of an entire sum, 
Disbursed by my father in his wars. 

But say, that he, or we (as neither have) 
Receiv'd that sum; yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more, in surety of the which, 
One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 
Although not valued to the money's worth. 140 
If then the king your father will restore 
But that one half which is unsatisfy'd, 
We will give up our right in Aquitain, = 
And hold fair friendship with his majesty. Wa 
But that, it seems, he little purposeth, S \/ 
For here he doth demand to have repaid | F? 
An hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands, WM 
On payment of a hundred thousand crowns, | 
To have his title live in Aquitainz _ B 
Which we much rather had depart withal, 10 A 
And have the money by our father lent, - T 
Y 
1 


Than Aquitain $0 gelded as it is. 

Dear princess, were not his requests so far 

From reason's yielding, your fair self should make 
A yielding, *gainst some reason, in my breast, 
And go well satisfied to France again. 


Prin. Vou do the king my father too much wrong, 
| And 


130 
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And wrong the reputation of your name, 
In so unseeming to confess receipt 


Of that which hath so faithfully been paid. 


King. I do protest, I never heard of it; 
And, if you prove it, I'll repay it back, 
Or yield up Aquitain. | 

Prin. We arrest your word: 


| Boyet, you can produce acquittances, 


For such a sum, from special officers 
0f Charles his father. 
King. Satisfy me $0. 


Boyet. So please your grace, the packet is 


come, 


Where that and other specialties are bound; 
To-morrow you shall have a sight of them. 

| King. It shall Suffice me; at which interview, 

| All liberal reason I will yield unto. 

Mean time, receive such welcome at my hand, 

| As honour, without breach of honour, may 


Make tender of to thy true worthiness : 


You may not come, fair princess, in my gates ; 


But here without you shall be so receiv'd, 


As you shall deem yourself lodg'd in my heart, 
Though so deny'd fair harbour in my house. 
Vour own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell: 


To-morrow we shall visit you again. 


Prin. Sweet health and fair desires consort your 


grace! 


29 


160 


not 


170 


180 


King. Thy own wish wish I thee in every place! 


C 115 


Exit. 


Biron. 
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Lady, I will commend you to my own | 


heart, 


Ros. I pray you, do my commendations ; 
I would be glad to see it. 


Bron. 


I would, you heard it groan. 


Ros. Is the fool sick ? 


Biron. Sick at the heart. 190 


Ros. Alack, let it blood. 


Biron. 


Would that do it good? 


Ros. My physick SAYS, ay. 

Biron. Will you prick't with your eye? 
Ros. Non poynt, with my knife. 
Biron. Now, God save thy life! 

Ros. And yours from long living! 


Bi ron. 


Dum. 


Boyet. 


Dum. 


Long. 
Bsayet. 
Long. 
Boyet. 


Long. 


I cannot stay thanksgiving. [ Extt, 


Sir, I pray you, a word; What lady is that | 


Same ? 199 
The heir of Alencon, Rosaline her name. 
A gulant lady! Monsieur, fare you well. 

| [ Extt, 
I beseech you, a word; What is she in the 
white ? | 


A woman sometimes, an you saw her in the 


light. 
Perchance, light in the light: I desire her 
name. | 


She hath but one for herself; to desire that, 


were a shame. 
Pray you, sir, whose daughter ? 


Boyet. 
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Boyet. Her mother's, 1 have heard. 
Long. God's blessing on your beard! 
Boyet. Good sir, be not oftended : 
She is an heir of Faulconbridge. 
Long. Nay, my choler is ended. 
She is a most sweet lady. 
Boyet. Not unlike, sir; that may be. 
Exit LONGAVILLE. 
Biron. What's her name in the cap? 
Boyet. Katharine, by good hap. 
Biron. Is she wedded, or no? 
Boyet. To her will, sir, or so. 
Biron. Vou are welcome, sir; adieu! 
Boyet. Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you. 
: [Exit BIRON. 
Mar. That last is Biron, the merry mad- cap lord; 


Not a word with him but a jest. 
Boyet. And every jest but a word. 
Prin. It was well done of you, to take him at his 


word. 


31 


221 


Boyet. T was as willing to grapple, as hs was to 
board. 
Mar. Too hot sheeps, marry ! 
Boyet. And wherefore not ships? 
No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your lips. 
Mar. You sheep, and I pasture ; Shall that finish 
the jest ? 
Boyet. So you grant pasture for me. 
Mar. Not so, gentle beast; 
My lips are no common, though several they be. 
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Boyet. Belonging to whom ? 7 

Mar. To my fortunes and me. B 

Prin. Good wits will be jangling ; but, gentles, 

| agree 3- | | | 0l 
The civil war of wits were much better used ; i 


On Navarre and his book-men ; for here *tis abused. 
Boyet. If my observation (which very seldom lies), 
By the heart's still rhetorick, disclosed with eyes, 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 
Prin. With what? | 2.16 
Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle, aftected, 
Prin. Your reason ? | 
Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their re. 
= "WE PR 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire: 
His heart, like an agat, with your print impressed, 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expressed : 
His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see, 
Did stumble with haste in his eye-sight to be; 
All senses to that sense did make their repair, 
To feel only looking on fairest of fair: 250 
Methought, all his senses were lock'd in his eye, 
As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy; 
Who, tendring their own worth, from whence they 
were glass'd, 
Did point out to buy them, along as you pass'd. 
His face's own margent did quote such amazes, 
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes: 
PH give you Aquitain, and all that is his, 
An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 
2 Prin. 
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Prin, Come, to our pavilion: Boyet is dispos'd 
Boyet. But to speak that in words, which his eye 

hath disclos'd : 260 
| only have made a mouth of his eye, 
| By adding a tongue which I know will not lie. 
| Ros, Thou art an old love-monger, and Speak'st 
Skil fully. | | 
Mar. He is Cupid's grandfather, and learns news 
ot him. | 
Ros. Then was Venus like her mother; for her fa- 
ther is but grim. Ng | 
Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches ? 
Mar. No. | 
Boyet. What then, do you see:? 
Ros. Ay, our way to be gone. 


Boyet. You are too hard tor me. 270 


ACT Ht SCENE <, 


The Park ; near the Palace. Enter AKMADO, and 


Mork. 
Armado. 
ViarBLE, child; make passionate my sense of 
hearing. | 
Moth. Concolinel—— Singing. 


Arm. Sweet air !—Go, tenderness of years; take 
this key, give enlargement to the swain, bring him 
festinately hither ; I must employ him in a letter to 
my love. | 


Moth. 
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; Moth, Master, will you win your love with a 
French brawl? _ 1 
Arm. How mean'st thou? brawling in French! 

Moth. No, my complete master: but to jig off à 
tune at the tongue's end, canary to it with your feet, 


humour it with turning up your eye-lids; sish a de 
note, and sing a note; sometime through the throat, Wl 0 
as if you swallow'd love with singing love; sometime e 
through the nose, as if you snuff'd up love by smel- WR !* 


ling love; with your hat penthouse-like, o'er the shop 
of your eyes ; with your arms cross'd on your thin 


belly-Joublet like a rabbit on a spit; or your hand; WW ® 
in your pocket, like a man after the old painting; 
and keep not too long in one tune, but a snip aud 0 
away: These are complements, these are humours ; | 
these betray nice wenches—that would be betrayd e 
without these; and make the men of note (do you | 
note men!) chat are most affected to these. 24 

Arm. tw hast thou purchas'd this experience ? 


Moth. By my penny of observation. 

Arm. But O, but O— 

Moth. — The hobby-horse is forgot. 

Arm. Call'st thou my love, hobby horse? 

Moth. No, Master; the hobby- horse is but a colt, 
and your love, perhaps, a hackney. But have you 
forgot your love ? 

Arm. Almost I had. 

Moth. Negligent student ! learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy. 35 

| Moth. 


olt, 
ou 


35 
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Meth. And out of heart, master : all those three I 
will prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove ? 

Moth. A man, if I live; and this, by, in, and 
without, upon the instant: By heart you love her, 
because your heart cannot come by her: in heart you 
love her, because your heart is in love with her; and 
out of heart you love her, being out of heart that 
you cannot enjoy her. 

Arm. J am all these three. 


Moth. And three times as much more, and yet 


nothing at all. 
Arm. Fetch hither the swain; he must carry me a 


letter. | | 49 


Moth, A message well sympathis'd ; a horse to be 


| embassador for an ass! 


Arm. Ha, ha? what sayest thou? 
Moth. Marry, sir, you must send the ass upon the 
horse, for he is very slow-gaited: But I go. 
Arm. The way 1s but short ; away. 
Moth. As swift as lead, sir. i 
Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious: 
Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow? 
Moth. Minimè, honest master; or rather, master, 
no. | 
Arm, 1 say, lead is slow. e 
Moth. Vou are too swift, sir, to say so: | 
Is that lead slow, which is fir'd from a gun? 
Arm, Sweet smoke of rhetorick |! 
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He reputes me a cannon z and the bullet, that's he; 
I Shoot thee at the swain. 


Moth. Thump then, and I flee. „ e | 
Arm. A most acute juvenal; voluble and free of 


grace | 


oY thy favour, sweet welkin, I must sigh in | thy 


face : 
Most rude melancholy, valour gives thee place. 


My herald is return'd, | | no | 


* 


Re- enter MoTH, and Cos TARD. 


Moth. A wonder, master; here's a Costard broken f 


in a shin. 


Arm. Some enigma, some riddle: come, thy | 


Penvoy begin. 


Cost. No egma, no riddle, no envoy, no salve in | 
the male, sir: O sir, plantain, a plain plantain ; ; 
no /{envey, no 4 envoy, Or Salve, ur, but a plan- f 


tain! 


Arm. By virtue, 0 enforcest laughter; thy silly f 
thought, my spleen; the heaving of my lungs, pro- 
vokes me to ridiculous smiling: O, pardon me, my | 
stars! Doth the inconsiderate take salve for envoy, | 
and the word, /*envoy, for a salve ? 81 

Moth. Doth the wise think them other ? is not | 


Penvoy a salve? 


Arm. No, page; it is an epilogue or discourse, to 


make plain 


Some 
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Some obscure precedence that hath dolore been sain. 
[ will example it: 
The fox, the ape, and the humble bee, 
Were still at odds, being but three. 
There's the moral: Now the {'envoy. 
Moth. 1 will add the envoy: Say the moral again. 
Arm. The fox, the ape, and the humble bee, 91 
Were still at odds, being but three; 
Moth. Until the goose came out of door, 
Staying the odds by adding four. 
Now will I begin your moral, and do you follow 
with my /*envoy. | 
The fox, the ape, and the humble bee, 
Were still at odds, being but three: 
Arm. Until the goose came out of door, 
Staying the odds by adding ur. 100 
Moth. A good {*envoy, ending in the goose: Would 
you desire more? 
Cost. The boy hath sold him a bargain, a goose, 
that's flat: 


vir, your penny-worth is good, an your goose be 


fat.- 
To sell a bargain well, is as cunning as fast and loose: 
Let me see a fat "envoy ; ay, that's a fat goose. 
Arm. Come hither, come hither : How did this ar- 
gument begin? 
Moth. By saying, that a Costard was broken in a shin. 
Then call'd you for the /*envoy. 110 
Cost. True, and I for a plantain; thus came your 
argument in: 
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Act 

Then the boy's fat /"envoy, the goose that you bought; tion 

And he ended the market. 5 
Arm. But tell me: how was there a Costard broken lis 

in a Shin? ho 

Moth. I will tell you sensibly. ir 


Cost. Thou hast no feeling of it, Moth; I will speak en 
that envoy © | 
I, Costard, running out, that was safely within, 120 
Fell over the threshold, and broke my shin. ; 1 
Arm. We will talk no more of this matter. | 
Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin. 
Arm. Sirrah, Costard, I will enfranchise thee, 
Cost. O, marry me to one Frances :—I smell some | 
{*envoy, some goose, in this. 
Arm. By my sweet soul, I mean, setting thee at li- | 
berty, enfreedoming thy person; thou wert immur'd, | 
restrained, captivated, bound. | 
Cost. True, true; and now you will be my purga- as 
tion, and let me loose. 131 Ml 1c 
Arm, I give thee thy liberty, set thee from durance; | 
and, in lieu thereof, impose on thee nothing but this: 
Bear this significant to the country maid Jaquenetta : | 
there is remuneration ; [Giving him money.] for the | 
best ward of mine honour, is, rewarding my depen- } 


dants. Moth, follow, | | ek. 
Moth. Like the sequel, I, Signior Costard, adieu. 
Exit. Y in 
Cost. My sweet ounce of man's flesh! my incony 
Jew! 139 Wl 51: 


Now will J look to his remuneration. Remunera- FF 1 
| | tion! 
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ton! O, that's the Latin word for three farthings: 
three fasthings—remuneration, 
this inkle & a penny MN, Il] give you a remuneration : 
why, it carries it. Remuneration !—why, it is a 
fairer name than French crown. I will never buy and 
ell out of this word. 


Enter BIRON. 


Biron. O, my youu knave Costard ! excroningly 
well met. 

Cost. Pray you, sir, how much carnation ribbon 
may a man buy for a remuneration ? 150 

Biron. What is a remuneration ? | 

Cost. Marry, sir, half-penny farthing. 

Biron. O, why then, three-farthing-worth of silk. 

Cost. I thank your worship: God be with you. 

Biron. O, stay, slave; I must employ thee: 
As thou wilt win my favour, good my knave, 
Do one thing for me that I shall entreat. 

Cost. When would you have it done, sir? 

Brron. O, this afternoon. 

Cost. Well, I will do it, sir: Fare you well, 160 

Biron. O; thou knowest not what it is. 

Cost. I shall know Dit, sir, when I have done it. 

Biron. Why, villain, thou must know first. 

Cost. 1 will come to your worship to-morrow morn- 
ing. 

Bron, It must be done this afternoon. Hark, 
ilave, it is but this: 


The princess comes to hunt here 1 in the park, 
D ij And 
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And in her train there is a gentle lady: 
When tongues speak IN: then they name her 


name, 170] 


And Roxaline they call her; ask for her; 


And to her sweet hand sce thou do commend 


This seal'd-up counsel. There's thy guerdon ; go. 


[ Grves him money, | 


Cost. Guerdon, O sweet guerdon! better than} 


remuneration ; eleven-pence farthing better: Mot] 


Sweet guerdon I will do it, sir, in print. —Guer. 
don—remuneration, Exit. 
Biron. Ol — And I, forsooth, in love! I, that have 


been love's whip; 


A very beadle to a humourous sigh; 186] 
A critic; nay, a night watch constable ; | 
A domineering pedant o'er the boy, 

Than whom no mortal so magnificent! 

This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward boy ; 
This signior Junio's giant-dwart, Dan Cupid ; 
Regent of luve-rhimes, lord of folded arms, 

The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 

Lie e of all loiterers and malecontents, 

Dread prince of plackets, king of codpieces, 


Sole imperator, and great general 190 


Of trouing paritors O my little heart! 
And I to be a corporal of his field, 
And wear his colours like a tumbler's hoop! 
What? what? I love! I sue! I seek a wife! 
A woman, that is like a German clock, 
Still a repairing; ever out of frame; 

| And 
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And never going aright, being a watch, 

But being watch'd that it may still go right ? 

Nay, to be perjur'd, which is worst of all : 

And, among three, to love the worst of all ; 206 
A whitely wanton with a velvet brow, | 
With two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes; 


| Ay, and by heaven, one that will do the deed, 
Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard: 
And I to sigh for her! to watch for her! 


To pray for her! Go to; it is a plague 

That Cupid will impose for my neglect 

Of his almighty dreadful little might. 

Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan; 


Some men must love my lady, and some Joan. 210 


Exit. 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


pavilion in the park near tlie palace. Enter the Prin- 
cess, Ros ALINE, MARIA, KATHARINE, Lords, 
Attendants, and a Forester. 


Princess. 
Was that the king, that spurr'd his horse so hard 
Against the steep uprising of the Jill ? | 
Boyet. 1 know not; but, I think, it was not he. 
Prin. Whoe'er he was, he shew'd a mounting mind. 
Well, lords, to-day we shall have our dispatch ; 
D ii On 
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On Saturday we will return to France. | We 
Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush, ' BE 
That we must stand and play the murderer in? Th 

For. Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice; W ! 


A stand, where you may make the fairest shoot. 10 
Prin. I thank my beauty: I am fair that shoot, 
And thereupon thou speak'st, the fairest shoot. 
For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 
Prin, What, what? first praise me, then again say, 
no? 
O short-liv'd pride! Not fair? alack for woe! 
For. Ves, madam, fair. 
Prin. Nay, never paint me now; 
Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my glass, take this for telling true; 
[ Groing him money, 
Fair payment for foul words is more than due. 20 | 
For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit. 
Prin. See, see, my beauty will be sav'd by merit. 
O heresy in fair, fit for these days! 
A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise. — 
But come, the bow: Now mercy goes to kill, 
And shooting well is then accounted ill. 
Thus will I save my credit in the shoot: 
Not wounding, pity would not let me do't; 
If wounding, then it was to shew my skill, 
That more for praise, that purpose, meant to kill. 30 
And out of question, so it is sometimes; 
Glory grows guilty of detested crimes; 
When, for fame's sake, for praise, an outward part, 
| | We 


Say, | 


Ci 


30 


art, 
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| We bend to that the working of the heart: 


As I, for praise alone, now seek to spill 
The poor deer's blood, that my heart means no ill. 
Boyet. Do not curst wives hold that self-sove- 
reignty 


| Only for praise sake, when they strive to be 


Lords o'er their lords? 
Prin. Only for praise: and praise we may afford 


To any lady that subdues a lord. 41 


Enter Cos rARD. 


Prin. Here comes a member of the common- 
wealth. | | | 
(ost. God dig-you-den all! Pray you, which is the 


head-lady ? 


Prin. Thou shalt know her fellow, by the rest that 


have no heads. 


Cost. Which is the greatest lady, the highest? 
Prin. The thickest, and the tallest. 


Cost. The thickest, and the tallest! it is so: truth 


is truth. | 49 


An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit, 
One of these maid's girdles for your waist should be 


fit. 


Are not you the chief woman? you are the thickest 


| here. | 

Prin. What's your will, sir? what's your will? 

Cost. J have a letter from monsieur Biron, to one 
lady Rosaline. 


Prin. 
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Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter ; he's a good friend 
of mine: 
Stand aside, good bearer. 
Break up this capon. 
Boyet. Jam bound to serve. 
This letter is mistook, it importeth none here; 


Boyet, you can carve; 


It is writ to Jaquenetta. | bo | 


Prin. We will read it, I swear : 
Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear, 
Boyet reads. By heaven, that thou art fair, is mos! 
enfallible ; true, that thou art beauteous ; truth itself, that 
thou art lovely More fairer than fair, beautiful than 


beautcous, truer than truth itself, have commeseratton on | 
thy heroical vassal ! The magnanimous and most illustrat: 


king Cophetua set eye upon the pernicious and indu- 
bitate beggar Zenelophon; and he it was that might 
rightly say, veni, vidi, vici; which, to anatomize in 
the vulgar, (0 base and obscure vulgar ! ) videlicet, he 
came, sat, and overcame; He came, one: saw, tw: 
overcame, three. Who came? the Ringe hy did hr 
come ? to ee Why did he see? to overcome e To wii 
came he? to the beggar : What sau he? the beggar; 
Whom overcame he? the beggar + The conclusion is vit. 
tory e On whose side? the king's: The captive is e. 
rick'd; On whose side? the beggar's * The catastrof! 
rs a nuptial ; On whose side ? the Ring's H ; cn bot! 
in one, or one in both. I am the hing; for so stand 
the comparison e thou the beggar; for so wilnesseth I 
lowliness. Shall I command thy love? I may 5 Shall ! 
* thy love? I could: Shall I entreat thy love? | 


Will, 
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will, What shalt thou exchange for rags? robes * For 


iitles 9 titles e For thyself? me. Thus, expecting thy 


| reply, I profane my lips on thy foot, my eyes on thy pic- 


| ture, and my heart on thy every part. 


Thane, in the dearest design industry, 
Don ADRIANO DE ARMADO. 


E Thus dost thou hear the Nemean lion roar go 


'Gainst thee, thou lamb, that standest as his prey ; 


| Submissive fall his princely feet before, 


And he from forage will incline to play: 


| But if thou strive, poor soul, what art thou then? 
Food for his rage, repasture for his den. 


Prin. What plume of feathers is he, that indited 
this letter? 


What vane? what weather- cock ? did you ever hear 


better ? 


Boyet. I am much deceived, but I remember the 
style. 


Prin. Else your memory IS bad, going o'er it ere 
while. 

Boyet. This Armado is a Spaniard, that keeps here 
in court; 


A phantasm, a Monarcho; and one that makes 


Sport 


| To the prince, and his book mates. 


Prin. Thou, fellow, a word: 


| Who gave thee this letter ? 


Cost. I told you; my lord. 
Prin, To whom shouldst thou give it? 


Cost. 
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Cost. From my lord to my lady. 
Prin. From which lord, to which lady? 
Cost. From my lord Biron, a good master of mine, 


To a lady of France, that he call'd Rosaline. 110 
Prin. Thou hast mistaken his letter. Come, lords, 
away. 


Here, sweet, put up this; ; in be thine another day. 
| IeExit Princess attended. 

Boyet. Who is the shooter? who 4s the shooter! 
Nos. Shall I teach you to know? 
Boy:t. Ay, my continent of beauty. 
Ros. Why, she that bears the bow. 
Finely put off! 


Boyet. My lady goes to kill horns: but, if thou | 


marry, 
Hang me by the neck, if bone that year miscarry, 
Finely put on! n 


Ros. Well then, I am the shooter. 
Boyet. And who is your deer? 
Ros. If we choose by horns, yourself; come no! 
near. | 
Finely put on, indeed! 
Mar. Vou still wrangle with her, Boyet, and the 
strikes at the brow. 
_ Boyet. But she herself is hit lower: Have l hit her 
8 | 
Ros. Shall I come upon thee with an old saying, 
that was a man when king Pepin of France was a 
little boy, as touching the hit it? 129 
Boyet. So I may answer thee with one as old, that 


Was 


ne, 


110 
rds, 


day. 


del. 
: 


d OL 


1 she 
it he 


lying, 
was a 


129 
, that 


Was 
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was a woman when queen Guinever of Britain was a 
little wench, as touching the hit it. 


Ros. Thou can'st not hit it, hut it, hit it. | Singing, 
Thou can'st not hit it, my good man. 
Boyet. An I cannot, cannot, cannot, 
An I cannot, another can. 
| Exeunt ROS. and KAT, 
(ost. By my troth, most pleasant! how both did 
fit it! | 
Mar. A mark marvellous well shot; for they both 
did hit it. | 
Boyet. A mark! O, mark but that mark: A mark, 
| says my lady 


| Let the mark have a prick in't, to mete at, if it may 


be. 140 
Mar. Wide o' the bow hand! I'faith, your hand is 
out. 


Cost. Indeed, 'a must shoot nearer, or he'll ne'er 
hit the clout. | 


Boyet. An if my hand be out, then, belike, your 


hand is in. 


Cost. Then will she get the upshot by cleaving the 


e th» | 

Mar. Come, come, you talk greasily, your lips 
grow foul. | 

Cost. She's too hard for you at pricks, sir ; chal- 
lenge her to bowl. 

Boyet. I fear too much rubbing : Good night, my 
good owl.  [Exeunt all but COSTARD, 

Cost. By my soul, a swain! a most simple clown! 


Lord, 


er 
<< 


EY 


len pu te 
5 8 * 1223 


* TIS 
4 ow! 2 
HE 
. 


Lord, lord! how the ladies and 1 have put him 
down! 


O' me troth, most sweet jests! most incony vulgar ; 
wit! | 150 
When it comes so smoothly off, so obscenely, as it! 


were, so fit. 
Armatho o' the one side O, a most dainty man! 
To see him walk before a lady, and to bear her fan! 


To see him kiss his hand! and how most Sweetly a' 3 


will swear! 
And his page o' t'other side, that handful of wit! 
Ah, heavens, it is a most pathetical nit! 


Sola, sola! : [ Shouting within, | 
| Exit COSTARD, | 


— — — — 


SCENE II. 


Lo ——j 


Enter DULL, HOLOFERNES, and Sir N NATHANILL, 


Nath. Very reverent sport, truly; and done in the 
testimony of a good conscience. 130 


Hol. The deer was, as you know, eanguis, in blood ; 
ripe as a pomewater, who now hangeth like a jewe! 


in the ear of Cælo—the sky, the welkin, the heaven; 
and anon falleth like a crab, on the face oi Terra— | 


the soil, the land, the earth. 


Nath. Truly, master Holofernes, the epithets are | 


Sweetly varied, like a scholar at the least: But, sir, I 
assure you, it was a buck of the first head, 


Hol. 
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Hol. Sir Nathaniel, aud credo. f 168 
Dull. Twas not a haud credo, twas a pricket. 


Hol. Most barbarous intimation! yet a kind of in- 
znuation, as it were, in via, in way of explication; 


facere, as it were, replication; or, rather, ostentare, to 


how, as it were, his inclination—after his undressed, 
unpolizhed, uneducated, unpruned, untrained, or ra- 
ther unlettered, or, ratherest, unconfirmed fashion,— 
to insert again, my haud credo fora deer. 
Dull. 1 said, the deer was not a haud credo; twas 4 
pricket. | 178 
Hol, Twice sod simplicity, 6:s coctus O thou 
monster ignorance, how deformed dost thou look ? 
Nath. Sir, he hath never fed on the dainties that 
are bred in a book; he hath not eat paper, as it were; 
he hath not drunk ink : his intellect is not replenish- 
:1; he is only an animal, only sensible in the duller 
darts: 
And such barren plants are set before us, that we 
thankful should be 
Which we of taste and feeling are) for those parts 
that do fructify in us more than he. 
For as it would ill become me to be vain, indiscreet, 


or a fool, | 188 
20 were there a patch set on learning, to see him in a 
school: 


But, omne bene, say I; being of an old father” s mind, 
Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind. 
Dull. You two are book-men ; Can you tell by your 
Wit; 
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What was a month old at Cain's birth, that's not five 
weeks old as yet ? 


Hol. Dictynna, good man Dull; Dictynna, good | 


man Dull. | 
Dull. What is Di&tynna ? 
Nath. A title to Phœbe, to Luna, to the moon. 


Hol. The moon was a month old, when Adam was | 


no more; 
And raught not to tive weeks, when he came to five. | 

score. 
The allusion holds in the exchange. 200 


Dull. Tis true, indeed; the collusion holds in the 


exchange. 


Hol. God comfort thy capacity! I say the allusion 


holds i in the exchange. 

Dull. And I say the pollusion holds in the ex- 
change; for the moon is never but a month old: and 
I say, beside, that *twas a pricket that the princess 


kd. | 208 


Hol. Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an extemporal 
epitaph on the death of the deer? and, to humour 
the ignorant, I have call'd the deer the princes kill'd, 
a pricket. | 

Nath, Perge, good master Holofernes, perge; $0 it 
Shall please you to abrogate scurrility, 


Hol. 1 will something affect the letter ; ; for it argues 
TRcILy 


The praiseful princess pierc'd and prick'd a pretty pleasing 
pricket ; | 


with 
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foul: 
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Some say, @ sore; but not a sore, till now made Sore 


_ with Shooting © | 218 
The dogs did yell; but L to Sore, then Sorel jumps from 
thicket ; 


Or pricket sore, or else Sorel, the people fall a bootings 

ore be Sore, then L to Sore makes fifty sores; C 
Sore LI 
one sore I an hundred male, by adding but one 
more L. 

Nath. A rare talent! 

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he claws him 
with a talent. | 

Hol. This is a gift that I have, simple, simple; a 
foolish extravagant spirit, full of forms, figures, 
<hapes, objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, revo— 
lutions: these are begot in the ventricle of memory, 
nourished in the womb of pia mater, and dehver'd 
upon the mellowing of occasion: But the gift is 
good in those in whom it is acute, and I am thankful 
tor it. 233 

Nath. Sir, I praise the Lord for you; and so may 
my parishioners ; for their sons are well tutor'd by 
you, and their daughters profit very greatly. under 
you : you are a good member of the commonwealth, 

Hol. Mehercle, if their sons be ingenious, they shall 
want no instruction: if their daughters be capable, I 
will put it to them: But, vir sapit, qui pauca loguitur 7 
a soul feminine saluteth us. | 241 
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Enter TAQUENETTA, and COSTARD. Th 


Jac. God give you good morrow, master parson, | . 
Hol. Master parson, — quasi person. And if one | 
should be pierc'd, which is the one? | 
Cost. Marry, master school-master, he that is likes 
to athogshead. | 
Hol. Of piercing a hogshead ! a good lustre of con. | 
ceit in a turf of earth; fire enough for a flint, pearl ö 
enough for a swine: *tis pretty; it is well. 240 f 
Jac. Good master parson, be so good as read me 
this letter; it was given me by Costard, and sent me | 
from Don Armatho : I beseech you, read it. | 
Hol. Fauste, precor, racy guando pecus omne tub! 
umbr d | 
Ruminat,_and so forth. Ah, good old Mantuan! J 
may speak of thee as the travellerdoth of Venice; 4 

—V:megia, Vineg ia, | ; 

Chi non ti vidi, ei non te pregia. 257 | 

Old Mantuan! old Mantuan! Who understandeth 
thee not, loves thee not.—Ut, re, sol, la, me, fa.— | ( 
Under pardon, sir, what are the contents? or, rather, WW - 
as Horace says in his—What, my soul, verses? | 
Nath. Ay, sir, and very learned. 
Hol. Let me hear a'staff, a stanza, a verse; Lege, a. 
domi ne. | 


Stu 


If 


| on 
Neth. If love make me forsworn, how shall I swear an 
to love ? | w. 

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty sn 
vowed ! je 


Though 
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Though to myself forsworn, to thee T'll a 
prove; | 
Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like 
____osiers bowed, 
Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine 
eyes; 
Where all those pleasures live, that art would 
comprehend; | 270 
If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall 
Suffice ; | | 
Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee 
commend : 8 
All ignorant that soul, that sees thee without 
wonder; | | 
(Which is to- me some praise, that I thy parts 
admire) 
Thy eye Jove's lightning bears, thy voice his dread- 
ful thunder, | 
Which, not to anger bent, is musick, and sweet 
fire. 
Celestial as thou art, oh pardon, love, this wrong, 
That sings the heaven's praise with such an earthly 
tongue! 278 
Hol. Vou find not the apostrophes, and so miss 


the accent: let me supervise the canzonet. Here are 
only numbers ratify*d ; but, for the elegancy, facility, 
and golden cadence of poesy, caret. Ovidius Naso 
was the man: and why, indeed, Naso; but for 
smelling out the odoriferous flowers of fancy? the 
jerks of invention? Imitari, is nothing; so doth the 
E iijj hound 


. \ - 8 
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AA 1 
hound his master, the ape his keeper, the tired horse you 
his rider. But damosella virgin, was this directed to privi 
you? | 288 chile 


Jag. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one of vill 
the strange queen's lords. | | 
Hol. I will overglance the superscript. To ou 


Snow white hand of the most beauteous Lady Rosaline, \| N 
will look again on the intellect of the letter, for the text 
nomination of the party writing to the person written H 
unto: | cluc 

Your ladyship's in all desired employment, Bikov. cha 
Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is ene of the votaries with | gen 
the king; and here he hath fram'd a letter to a se. tio! 


quent of the stranger queen's, which, accidentally, 
or by the way of progression, hath miscarry'd.— Trip 
and go, my sweet; deliver this paper into the royal 
hand of the king; it may concern much: Stay not thy 
compliment; I forgive thy duty; adieu. 303 
Jag. Good Costard, go with me.—Sir, God save 
your life ! | | 
Cost. Have with thee, my girl. m. 
| [ Exeunt Cos r. and Jag. pit 
Nath. Sir, you have done this in the fear of God, M © 
very religiously; and as a certain father saith—— an 
Hol. Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear co- th 


lourable colours. But, to return to the verses; Dil n 
they please you, Sir Nathaniel! 31111 
Matz. Marvellous well for the pen. 0 
Hol. I do dine to-day at the father's of a certain w 
pupil of mine; where if (being repast) it shall please 1 ! 


von 
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you to gratify the table with a grace, I will, on my 
privilege I have with the parents of the aforesaid 


child or pupil, undertake your 6en venuto; where I 
will prove those verses to be very unlearned, neither 
avouring of poetry, wit, nor invention: I beseech 
your society. | 320 

Nath. And thank you too: for society (saith the 
text) is the happiness of life. 

Hol. And, certes, the text most infallibly con- 
cludes it.— Sir, I do invite you too; [To Dull. ] you 


all not say me, nay: pauca derba. Away; the 
gentles are at their game, and we will to our recrea- 


ton. [ Exeunt. 


—SS——m—— - —— 


SCENE III. 


— — 


Enter BIK Ox, with @ paper. 


Biron. The king is hunting the deer; I am coursing 


myself: they have pitch'd a toil; I am toiling in a 


pitch; pitch, that defiles ; defile! a foul word. Well, 
det thee down, sorrow! for so, they say, the fool said, 
and so say I, and I the fool. Well prov'd, wit! By 
the lord, this love is as mad as Ajax: it kills sheep; 
it kills me, I a sheep: Well prov'd again on my side! 
I will not love: if I do, hang me; i'faith, I will not. 
O, but her eye—by this light, but for her eye, I 


would not love her; yes, for her two eyes. Well, 
I do nothing in the world but lie, and lie in my 
| throat. 
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throat. By heaven, I do love: and it hath taught 0 que 
me to rhime, and to be melancholy ; and here is part No t 
of my rhime, and here my melancholy. Well, he | 
hath one o' my sonnets already; the clown bore it, 

the fool sent it, and the lady hath it: sweet clown, | 
sweeter fool, sweetest lady! By the world, | 
would not care a pin, if the other three were in: 

Here comes one with a paper : God give him grace to | 
groan! _ | He stands aside. f 


How 
Swe 


. 
Enter the Ring. 1 r 


Ring. Ay me! | q43 = 
Biron. [ Aside.] Shot, by heaven Proceed, sweet 
Cupid; thou hast thump'd him with ty bird-bolt 
under the left pap :—T' faith secrets. 
King. [Reads.] So sweet a hrss the colden sun gives | 
not | 
To those fresh morning drops upon the rose, 
As thy eye-beams, when their fresh rays have smote 
The night of dew that on my checks down flows ; 
Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright, 
Through the transparent bosom of the deep, 
As doth thy face through tears of mine give light ; 1 
Thou shin'st in every tear that I do weep s : | Wi 
No drop, but as a coach doth carry thee, g6o 
So rudest thou truumphing in my woe 3 
Do but behold the tears that stell in me, 
And they thy glory through my grief will shew : 0 
But do not love thyself; then thou wilt keep | Wi 
My tears for glasses, and still make me weep. 


O queen 


;60 


cen 
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0 queen of queens, how far dost thou excel ! 
No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell, — 


| How shall she know my griefs ? I'll drop the paper; 
| Sweet leaves, Shade folly. Who is he comes here! 


[ The King steps aside. 


Enter LONG AVILLE. 


| What, Longaville! and reading!—listen, ear. 370 


Biron. [ Asꝛde.] Now, 1 in thy EO x one more foo! 
appear! 

long, Ay me! I am forsworn. 

Bron, | LAbide.] Why, he comes in like a perjure, 
wearing papers. 

King. [Aside.] In love, I hope; sweet fellowship 3 In 
Shame! 

Biron. [ Aside.] One drunkard loves another of the 
name. 


Long. [Aside.] Am TI the first, that have been per- 


jur'd so? 


Biron. [ Aside.] I could put thee in comfort; not by 


two, that I know : 
Thou mak'st the triumviry, the corner cap of society, 
The shape of love's Tyburn, that hangs up simpli- 


City. 
Long. I fear, these stubborn lines lack power to 
move: | 380 


O sweet Maria, empress of my love! 
These numbers will 1 tears anckwrite in prose. 


Biron. 


r 
. 
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Biron. [Aside.] O, rhimes are n on wanton 
Cupid's hose: 
Disfigure not his slop. 


Long. This same Shall g0,—— | He reads the Sonnet, 


Did not the heavenly rhetorick of thine eye 
(*Garnst whom the world cannot hold argument ) 
Persuade my heart to this false perjury ? 
Vows, for thee broke, deserve not punishment, 


A woman I forswore ; but I will prove, 390 


Thou being a goddess, I forswore not thee : 
My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love ; 

Thy grace being gain'd, cures all disgrace in me. 
Vows are but breath, and breath a vapour ts : 

Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth doth Shine, 
Exhal'st this vapour vom; i thee it 1s; 

I broken then, it is no fault of mine 
If by me broke, what fool is not so wise, 
To lose an oath to win a paradise! 


Biron. [ Aside.) This is the liver-vein, which makes | 


flesh a deity ; | 400 
A green goose, a goddess : pure, pure idolatry. 
God amend us, God amend ! we are much out o' the 
way. 


Enter DUMAIN. 


Long. By whom shall I send this ?——Company! 


Stay. | [ Stepping aside. 
Biron. [Aside.] All hid, all hid, an old infant 
I un 


| Like 


— — — — 
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Like a demy-god here sit I in the sky, 

And wretched fool's secrets heed fully o'er-eye. 

More sacks to the mill! O heavens, I have my wish; = ö 

Dumain transform'd, four woodcocks in a dish ! | 
Dum. O most divine Kate ! 409 . 
Biron. O most prophane coxcomb! DAside. N 
Dum. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye! 1+ 
Biron. By earth, she is not corporal ; there you lie. 

[ Aside, 

300 Dum. Her amber hair for foul hath amber coted. 

WM Biron. An amber-colour'd raven was well noted. 
| As:de, 


net, 1 


Dum. As upright as the cedar. 
HBiron. Stoop, I say; 
„ er shoulder is with child. | Os 
Dm. As fair as day. 
Biron. Ay, as some days; but then no sun must 
shine. LAside. 


Dum. O that I had my wish! | 420 
5 Long. And I had mine ! [ Astde. 
— King. And I mine too, good Lord! [ Aside. 
4 iron. Amen, so I had mine: Is not that a good 19 
wore. 2 I[Aide. 
15 Dum. I would forget her; but a fever she Sq 
Reigns in my blood, and will remembred be. 6 
Bron, A fever in your blood ! why, then incision + | 
5 Would let her out in saucers; sweet misprision! 1 
1. "AY 
$14e, LAside. 1 
= Dum. Once more I'll read the ode that I have "oy 
writ, | 


Like | Biron. 
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Biron, Once more I'll mark how love can varyl 
wit, Auch. 


Du MAIN reads his connect. 


Love, whose month ts ever May, 

Spy'd a blossom, passing fair, 
Playing in the wanton arr 

Through the velvet leaves the wind, 

All unseen, gan passage find; 

That the lover, sich to death, 

Wisſd himself the heaven's breath. 
Air (quoth he), thy cheeks may blow ; 
Air, would I might triumph so! 


| Neer to pluck thee from thy thorn : 
Pow, alack, for youth unmeet; 
Youth so apt to pluck à Sweet, 
Do not call it sin in me, 
That 1 am forsworn for thee . 
Thou, for whom. even Jouve would sc r, 
Juno but an Ethiope were 
And deny hamself for ove, 

Turning mortal for thy love. 


That shall express my true love's fasting pain. 
O, would the king, Biron, and Longaville, 
Were lovers tool ill, to example ill, 


Would 


On a day (alack the day Iq "406 


But, alack, my hand is sworn, TT 


This will I end ; and something else more plain, 459 


45 


Vould 


And mark'd you both, and for you both did blush. 
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Would from my forehead wipe a perjur'd note ; 
For none offend, where all alike do dote. 
Long. Dumain, thy love is far from charity, 
That in love's grief desir'st society: | Coming forward, 
You may look pale, but I should blush, I know, 
To be o'er heard, and taken napping so. 459 9 
King. Come, sir, you blush; as his, your case is 74 
such; Coming forward. 
Vou chide at him, offending twice as much: | 
You do not love Maria ? Longaville | 
Did never Sonnet for her sake compile ? 
Nor never lay'd his wreathed arms athwart 
His loving bosom, to keep down his heart ? 
Ihave been closely shrowded in this bush, 


heard your guilty rhimes, observ'd your fashion; 
Saw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion: 
ay me! says one; O Jove! the other cries ; 470 
Her hairs were gold, crystal the other's eyes: 
You would for paradise break faith and troth: 
83 [To Lox c. 
And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath. 
[Zo DUMaAIN, 
What will Biron say, when that he shall hear 
A faith infringed, which such zeal did wear? 
How will he scorn? how will he spend his wit? 
How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ? 
For all the wealth that ever I did see, 
I would not have him know so much by me. 
Biron, Now step I forth to whip hypacrisy,» 480 | 


1.3 
WT 
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447. 


Ah, good my liege, I pray thee, pardon me: 


Coming forward. 


Good kun, wha grace hast thou, thus to reprove 
These worms for loving, that art most in love? 
Your eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears, 
There is no certain princess that appears ? 

You'll not be perjur'd, 'tis a hateful thing; 
Tush, none but minstrels like of sonneting, 

But are you not asham'd ? nay, are you not, 

All three of you, to be thus much o'er-shot ? 
You found his mote ; the king your mote did see; 


But I a beam do find in each of three. 491 ; 


O, what a scene of foolery I have seen, 
Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen! 
O me, with what strict patience have I sat, 
Jo see a king transformed to a knot ! 

To see great Hercules whipping a gig, 
And profound Soloman tuning a jig, 
And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys, 
And ecritie Timon laugh at idle toys! 


Where lies thy grief? O tell me, good Dumain! 500 g 


And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain? 
And where my liege's? all about the breast 
A candle, ho! | 

King. Too bitter is thy jest. 

Are we betray'd thus to thy over-view ?_ 

Biron. Not you by me, but I betray'd to you: 
I, that am honest; I, that hold it sin 
To break the vow am engaged in; 

I am betray'd, by keeping company 


With 


491 | 


500 | 
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With men like men, of strange inconstancy. 510 
When Shall you see me write a thing in rhime ? 

or groan for Joan? or Spend a minute's time 

in pruning me ? When shall you hear, that I 

Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 

| A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 


A leg, a limb? 
King. Soft; whither away so fast? 

A true man, or a thief, that gallops so? 
Biron. I post from love; good lover, let me go. 


Enter JAQUENETTA, and CoS TA RD. 


Jag. God bless the king! 520 

King. What present hast thou there? 

Cost. Some certain treason. 

King. What makes treason here? 

lost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir. 

King. If it mar nothing neither, 
The treason, and you, go in peace away together. 

Jag. I beseech your grace, let this letter be read; 
Our parson misdoubts it; it was treason, he said. 

King. Biron read it over. He reads the letter. 
Where hadst thou it? 530 

Jag. Of Costard. | 

King, Where hadst thou it ? 

Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 

Ring. How now! what is in you ? why dost thou 

tear it? 
Bron, A toy, my liege, a toy ; your grace needs not 


fear it. | 
SY - Long. 
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Long. It did move him to passion, and therefor 
let's hear it. 
Dum. It is Biron's writing, and here is his name. 
Biron. Ah, you whoreson loggerhead, you were 
born to do me shame.—— [7 Cos r. 
Guilty my lord, guilty ; I confess, I conſess. 
King. What? 540 
Biron. That you three fools lack'd me fool to make 
upfthe mess. 
He, he, and you and you, my liege, and I, 
Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die, 
O, dismiss this audience, and I shall tell you more. 
Dum. Now the number is even. 
Biron. True, true; we are four: 
Will these turtles be gone? 
King. Hence, sirs; away. 
Coxt. Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors 
Stay. ¶ Exeunt COSTARD, and JaQ. 
Biron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O let us embrace! | 
As true we are, as flesh and blood can be: 551 
The sea will ebb and flow, heaven will shew his face; 
Young blood doth not obey an old decree: 
We cannot cross the cause why we were born; 
Therefore, of all hands must we be forsworn. 
King. What, did these rent lines shew some love 
of thine ? 
Biron. Did they, quoth you? Who sees the heavenly 
Rosaline, 
That, like arude and savage man of Inde, 
At first opening of the gorgeous east, 
| | Bows 
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fore MW Bows not his vassal head; and, strucken blind, +560 
| Kisses the base ground with obedient breast ? 
I What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 
vere Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 
sT. That is not blinded by her majesty ? 
| King. What zeal, what fury hath inspir'd thee 
540 now ? 
nake Wl My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon; 
She, an attending star, scarce seen a light, 
Biron. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Biron : 
O, but for my love, day would turn to night ! 
Of all complexions the culPd sovereignty 570 
Do meet, as at a fair, in her fair cheek ; 
Where several worthies make one dignity ; 
Where nothing wants, that want itself doth seek. 
Lend me the flourish of all gentle tongues 


tors Fye, painted rhetorick ! O, she needs it not : 

40. To things of sale a seller's praise belongs; 

ace! She passes praise? then praise too short doth 
551 r 


ace; W A wither'd hermit, fivescore winters worn, 
Might shake off fifty, looking in her eye: 
Beauty doth varnish age, as if new born, 580 
And gives the crutch the cradle's infancy. | 
love MW O, 'tis the sun, that maketh all things shine! 
King, By heaven, thy love is black as ebony. bd 
enly Biron. Is ebony like her? O wood divine! 25 0 
| A wife of such wood were felicity. | h 
O, who can givean oath ? where is a book ? 
That I may swear, beauty doth beauty lack, 
owl F ij If 
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If that she learn not of her eye to look ? 
No face is fair, that is not full so black. 
King. O paradox! Black is the badge of hell, 390 
The hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night; 
And beauty's crest becomes the heavens well. 


Biron. Devils soonest tempt, resembling spirits of | 


light. 

O, if in black my lady's brow be deckt, 

It mourns, that painting, and usurping hair, 
Should ravish doters with a false aspect ; 

And therefore is she born to make black fair, 
Her favour turns the fashion of the days; 

For native blood 1s counted painting now : 
And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise, 600 

Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. 


Dum. To look like her, are chimney-sweepers | 


black. 
Long. And, since her time, are colliers counted 
| bright. 
King. And Ethiops or their sweet complexion 
| crack. 
Dum. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is 
light. 

Biron. Y our mistresses dare never come in rain, 
For fear their colours should be wash'd away. 
King. Twere good, yours did; for, sir, to tell 

you plain, 
I'll find a fairer face not wash'd to- day. 
Biron. III prove her fair, or talk till dooms-day 
here. 610 
| King. 


Ca 


ing. 
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King. No devil will TOR thee then 80 morn as 
she. 
Dum. I never knew man hold vile stuff so dear. 
Long. Look, here's thy love; my foot and her face 
„ [ Shewing his gloe. 
Biron. O, if the streets were pav'd with thine 
eyes, 
Her feet were too much dainty for such tread! 
Dum. O vile! then as she goes, what upward lies 
The street should see as she walk'd over head. 
King. But what of this? Are we not all in love ? 
Biron. Nothing so sure; and thereby all forsworn. 
King. Then leave this chat ; and, good Biron, now 
prove 620 
Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 
Dam. Ay, marry, there some flattery for this 
evil. 
Long. O, some authority how to proceed ; 
Some tricks, some quillets, how to cheat the devil. 
Dum. Some salve for perjury. 
Biron. O, 'tis more than need. 
Have at you then, affection's men at arms: 
Consider, what you first did swear unto; 
To fast, —to study, — and to see no woman; 
Flat treason *gainst the kingly state of youth. 630 
day, can you fast? your stomachs are too young; 
And abstinence engenders maladies. 
And where that you have vow'd to study, lords, 
In that each of you hath forsworn his book: 
Can you still dream, and pore, and thereon look ? 


For 
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For when would you, my lord, or you, or you, 
Have found the ground of study's excellence, 
Without the beauty of a woman's face ? 

From women's eyes this doctrine I derive: 
They are the ground, the book, the academes, 
From whence doth Spring the true Promethean fire, 
Why, universal plodding prisons up 

The nimble spirits in the arteries ; 

As motion, and long-during action, tires 

The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 

Now, for not looking on a woman's face, 

You have in that forsworn the use of eyes; 

And study too, the causer of your vow : 

For where is any author in the world, 

Teaches such beauty as a woman's eye? 6: 
Learning is but an adjunct to ourself, 

And where we are, our learning likewise is, 
Then, when ourselves we see in ladies” eyes, 
Do we not like wise see our learning there? 
O, we have made a vow to study, lords; 

And in that vow we have forsworn our books: 
For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 
In leaden contemplation, have found out 

Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes 

Of beauteous tutors have enrich'd you with ? Obe 
Other slow arts entirely keep the brain; 
And therefore finding barren practisers, 
Scarce shew a harvest of their heavy toil : 
But, love, first learned in a lady's eyes, 
Lives not alone immured in the brain ; 


But 


® | 


991 


64s | 


re, 


Ohe 


But 


Above their functions and their offices. 
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zut with the motion of all elements, 

Courses as swift as thought in every power; 

And gives to every power a double power, 


It adds a precious seeing to the eye. 670 

A lover's eyes will gaze an eagle blind; 5 
A lover's ear will hear the lowest sound, 15 
When the suspicious head of theft is stopp'd: i 
Love's feeling is more soft, and sensible, 

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails; 

Love's tongue proves dainty Bacchus gross in taste: 
For valour, is not love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 

Subtle as sphinx; as sweet, and musical, | 
As bright Apollo's lute, strung with his hair; 680 
And, when love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony. 

Never durst poet touch a pen to write, 

Until his ink were temper'd with love's sighs ; 

0, then his lines would ravish savage ears, 

And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

From women's eyes this dolle I derive ; 

They sparkle still the right Promethean fire; 

They are the books, the arts, the academes, 

That shew, contain, and nourish all the world; 690 
Else, none at all in aught proves excellent: 
Then fools you were, these women to forswear ; 
Or, keeping what is sworn, you will prove fools. 
For wisdom's sake, a word that all men love; 
Or ſor love's sake, a word that loves all men; 


Or 


And who can sever love from charity ? 
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Or for men's sake, the authors of these women; 
Or women's sake, by whom we men are men; Lich 


Let us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves, 5 
Or else we lose our selves to keep our oaths; | 

It is religion, to be thus forsworn : 700 
For charity itself fulfils the law; —— 


King. Saint Cupid, then! and, soldiers, to the 
field! 


Biron. Advance your standards, and upon them, 
| lords ; | 


Pell-mell, down with them! but be first advis'd, 
In conflict that you get the sun of them. 
Long. Now to plain-dealing; lay these glozes 


„ os 2 | | 
Shall we resolve to woo these girls of France? 
King. And win them too: therefore let us devise 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 710 
Biron. First, from the park let us conduct them 
thither | 
Then, homeward, every man attach the hand 8 
Of his fair mistress: in the afternoon * 
We will with some strange pastime solace them, £ 
Such as the shortness of the time can shape; 4 
For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours, ho 
Fore-run fair love, strewing her way with flowers. A 
King. Away, away! no time shall be omitted, £ 
That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 
Biron. Allons! allons I- Sow'd cockle reap'd no 
corn ; 720 5 


And 


IV. 


70 
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And justice always whirls in equal measure: 

Light whenches may prove plagues to men forsworn; 
If so, our copper buys no better treasure. 


[E Ixeunt. 


Act J. SCENE I. 


The Street. Enter HOLOFERNES, NATHANIEL, and 


DULL. 


Hol. 


| SATI S quod Suffictt 


Nath. I praise God for you, sir: your reasons 
at dinner have been sharp and sententious; pleasant 
without scurrility, witty without affection, audacious 
without impudency, learned without opinion, and 
strange without heresy. I did converse this quondam 
day with a companion of the king's, who 1s intituled, 
nominated, or called, Don Adriano de Armado. 

Hol. Novi hominem tanquam te: His humour is 
lofty, his discourse peremptory, his tongue filed, his 


eye ambitious, his gait majestical, and his general 


behaviour vain, ridiculous, and thrasonical. He is 
too picked, too Spruce, too affected, too odd, as it 


were ; too peregrinate, as I may call it. — 14 


Nath. A most singular and choice epithet. 
[ Draws out his table- bool. 
Hol. He draweth out the thread of his verbosity 
finer than the staple of his argument. I abhor such 
phanatical 
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 phanatical phantasms, such insociable and point. de. 
vise companions; such rackers of orthography, az 
to speak dout, fine, when he should say, doubt; det, 


when he should pronounce, debt; d, e, b, t; not 


d, e, t: he clepeth a calf, cauf; half, hauf; neigh. 


bour, vocatur, nebour; neigh, abbreviated, ne: This 


is abominable (which he would call abhominable), 


it insinuateth me of insanie; Ne intelligis, domine? | 


to make frantick, lunatick ? 


Nath. Lausdeo, bone; intelligo. 
Hol. Bone ? 


Scratch'd ; *twill serve. 


Enter ARMADO, MoTH and COSTARD, 
Nath. Videsne quis vent ? 

Hol. Video, & gaudeo. 

Arm. Chirra! 

Hol. Quare Chirra, not sirrah ? 

Arm. Men of peace, well encounter'd. 

Hol. Most military sir, salutation. 


Moth. They have been at agreat feast of languages, 
and stol'n the scraps. | To Cos rARD aside. 

Cost. O, they have liv'd long on the alms- basket 
of words! I marvel, thy master hath not eaten thee | 
for a word; for thou art not so long by the head as 
 honorificabilitudinitatibus thou art easier swallowed 
than a flap- dragon. 4% 


Moth. Peace ; the peal OOTY 
Arm. Monsieur, are you not letter'd ? 


Moth. Yes, yes; he teaches boys the horn-book; 
What is a, b, spelt backward with a horn on his _ 
| ol, 


4 


bone, tor bene: Prescian à little 


27 
de. 
25 
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Hol. 


44 V. LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST, 73 


Hol. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added. 

Moth. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn vou 
hear his learning. 

Hol. Quis, quis, thou consonant ? 50 

Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat 
them; or the fifth, if I. 

Hol. 1 will repeat them, a, e, i.— 

Moth. The sheep: the other two concludes it; 
0, u. | 

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediterraneum, 
a sweet touch, a quick venew of wit: snip, snap, 
quick, and E it rejoiceth my intellect: true 
wit. 

Moth. Offer'd by a child. to an old man; which 1s 
wit-old. 61 

Hel, What is the figure? what is the figure? 

Moth. Horns. | 

Hol. Thou disputest like an infant : go, whip thy 
big. 

Moth, Lend me your horn to make one, and I 
will whip about your infamy circum circd; a gig of a 
cuckold's horn! 

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world, thou 


thouldst have it to buy ginger-bread : hold, there is 


tie very remuneration I had of thy master, thou 
balf-penny purse of wit, thou pigeon-egg of discre- 


tion. O, an the heavens were so pleased, that thou 


vert but my bastard! what a joyful father wouldst 
thou make me? Go to; thou hast it ad dung hill, at 
the fingers” ends, as they way. 75 

G 


Hol. 
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Hol Oh, I smell false Latin; dunghill for unguem. WM 
Arm. Arts-man, preambula; we will be Singled| hav 
from the barbarous. Do you not educat? youth at MW vm 
the charge-house on the top of the mountain ? anti 
Hol. Or, mons the hill. | 80 car 
Arm. At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. bon 
Hol. 1 do, sans question. have 
Arm. Sir, it is the king's most sweet pleasure and 38818 
affection, to congratulate the princess at her pavilion, H 
in the posteriors of this day; which the rude multi. Ver 
tude call, the afternoon, erte 
Hol. The posterior of the day, most generous sir, this 

is liable, congruent, and measurable for the after. Wis 
noon : the word is well cull'd, chose; ; sweet and apt, nd 
1 do assure you, sir, I do assure. go done 
Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman; and my 4 
familiar, I do assure you, very good friend; —Foghh'&s 
what is inward between us, let it pass: —I do be K 
Seech thee, remember thy courtesy I beseech thee bent 
apparel thy head: —and among other importunate and of h 
most serious designs, —and of great import indeedqgttea 
too but let that pass: — for I must tell thee, it wil Ar 
please his grace (by the world) sometime to lean up for t 
on my poor shoulder; and with his royal finger of li 
thus, dally with my excrement, with my mustachio Hi 
but, sweet heart, let that pass. By the world, les 
recount no fable; some certain special honours 1 ing 
pleaseth his greatness to impart to Armado, a soldierÞ""t 
a man of travel, that hath seen the world: but le Me 
en 


that pass. The very all of all is,.— but, swee 
heart 
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AV. 


75 
heart, I do 1mplore secrecy, — that the king would 
have me present the princess, sweet chuck, with 
ome delightful ostentation, or show, or pageant, or 
antick, or fire-work. Now, understanding that the 
curate, and your sweet self, are good at such erup- 
tons, and sudden breakings out of mirth, as it were, I 
have acquainted you withal, to the end to crave your 
z8815tance. 113 

Hol. Sir, you shall present before her the nine 
worthies.—Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some en- 
tertainment of time, some show in the posterior of 


this day, to be render'd by our assistance,—at the - 
king's command; and this most gallant, illustrate, 
ind learned gentleman,—before the princess; I say, 
none so fit as to present the nine worthies. 120 

Nath. Where will you find men worthy enough to. 
present them? 5 | | 

Hol. Joshua, yourself; myself, or " this gallant 
gentleman, Judas Maccabæus; this swain, because 
of his great limb or joint, shall pass Pompey the 
great, the page, Hercules. 

Arm. Pardon, sir, error: he is not 8 enough 
for that worthy's thumb: he is not so big as the end 

of his club. : 

Hol. Shall T have andience he shall present Her- 
cules in minority: his enter and exit shall be strang- 
ing a snake; and I will have an apology for that 
purpose. | 133 

Moth. An excellent . so, if any of the au- 
lence hiss, you may cry; wel! done Hercules ! now 

| 81 thou 
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thou crusſiest the snake ! that is the way to make an [ 
offence gracious ; though few have the grace to 
do it, | AS 
Arm. For the rest of the worthies ?— . 
Hol. 1 will play three myself. bo m WL 
Moth. Thrice-worthy gentleman! / 
Arm. Shall I tell you a thing ? fol 
Hol. We attend. | l 
Arm. We will have, if this fadge got, an antick. 
I beseech you, follow. | 
Hol. Via, goodman Dull! thou hast spoken 20 
word all this while. | = 
Dull. Nor understood none neither, sir, A 
Hol. Allons] we will employ thee. | . 
Dull, I'll make one in a dance, or so: or I Sill! Us 
play on the tabor to the worthies, and let them 
dance the hay. 152 
Hol. Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport, away. 
[ Exeurt, 
__ 


SCENE II. 


Before the Princess's pavilion, Enter Princess, aud 
Ladies. 
Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart, 
If fairings come thus plentifully in: 
A lady wall'd about with diamonds |! 
Look you, what I have from the loving king. 
Ros. Madam, came nothing else along with that ? 
Prin, 


tick. 


-N ng 


Will 


then 


152 


ay. 
xeurt, 


at? 


Prin, 


And so she died: 
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Prin. Nothing but this? yea, as much love in 
rhime, 

As would be cramm'd up in a sheet of paper, 160 


Writ on both sides the leaf, margent and all; 
That he was fain to seal on Cupid's name. 

Ros. That was the way to make his god-head wax; 
For he hath been five thousand years a boy. 

Kath. Ay, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too. 

Ros. You'll ne'er be friends with = he kill'd 

your sister. 

Kath. He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy; 
had she been light, like you, 
Of such a merry, nunble, stirring spirit, 
She might have been a grandam ere she dy'd: 170 


And so may you for a light heart lives long. 


Ros. What's your dark meaning, mouse, of this 
light word ? ; 

Kath. A light condition in a beauty dark. 

Ros. We need more light to find your meaning out- 

Kath, You'll mar thelight, by taking it in snuff; 


Therefore, I'll darkly end the argument. 


Ros, Look, what you do, you do it still i' the 
dark. 

Rath. So do not you; for you are a light wench. 

Ros. Indeed, I weigh not you; and therefore light. 

Kath. You weigh me not,—O, that's, you care not 
for me. 180 

Ros. Great reason; for, past cure is still past care. 

Prin. Well bandicd both; a set of wit well play'd. 
GH But 
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But Rosaline, you have a favour too: Pp 
Who sent it? and what is it ? The 
Ros. I would, you knew: | * 
An if my face were but as fair as yours, 
My favour were as great; be witness this, | 1 
Nay, I have verses too, I thank Biron; TY. 
The numbers true ; and, were the numb'ring too, 


I were the fairest goddess on the ground: 196 
I am compar'd to twenty thousand fairs. 
O, he hath drawn my picture in his letter! 
Prin, Any thing like ? 
Ros. Much, in the letters ; the ts the praise. 
Prin. Beauteous as ink; a good conclusion. 
Kath. Fair as a text B in a copy- bock. 
Ros. Ware pencils! How ? let me not die your 
debtor, 
My red dominical, my golden letter: 
O, that your face were not so full of O's! 159 | 
Kath. Pox of that jest! and I beshrew all shrows. 


Prin. But what was sent to you from fair Dumain! 
Kath. Madam, this glove. 


Prin. Did he not send you twain ? E 
Kath, Yes, madam; and moreover, | 
Some thousand verses of a faithful lover: As 
A huge translation of hypocrisy, an 
Vilely compil'd, profound simplicity. 4 

Mar. This, and these pearls, to me sent Longa« I Si 
ville ; | BY 
The letter is too long by half a mile. 209 


Prin. 
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Prin. I think no less? Dost thou not wish in heart, 


The chain were longer, and the letter short? 


Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might never 
part. 
Prin. We are wise girls, to mock our lovers so. 
Ros. They are worse fools, to purchase mocking 
SO, | 


That same Biron I'll torture ere I go. 

0, that I knew he were but in by the week! 

How 1 would make him fawn, and beg, and seek; 
And wait the season, and observe the times, 

And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhimes? 

And shape his service all to my behests ; 220 
And make him proud to make me proud that jests! 
So portent- like would I o'ersway his state, 

That he should be my fool, and J his fate. 


Prin. None are so surely caught, when they are 
catch'd, 


As wit turn'd fool: folly, in wisdom hatch'd, 
Hath wisdom's warrant, and the help of school; 
And wit's own grace to grace a learned fool. 


Ros. The blood of youth burns not with such 
excess; 


As gravity's revolt to wantonness. 


Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note, 230 


As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote; 
| Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 
| To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 


Entey 
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Enter BOYET. 


Prin. Here comes Boyet, and nurth is in his face, 


Boyet. O, I am stabb'd with laughter! Where's her 


| grace? 

Prin. Thy news, Boyet? 
HBoyet. Prepare, madam, prepare !——- 
Arm, wenches, arm !—encounters mounted are 
Against your peace: Love doth approach disguis'd, 


Armed in arguments; you'll be surpris'd: 240 1 


Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence; 
Or hide your heads like cowards, and fly hence. 
Prin. Saint Dennis to St. Cupid | What are they, 


That charge their breath against us? say, scout, say. 


Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore, 
I thought to close my eyes some halt an hour: 
When, lo! to interrupt my purpos'd rest, 
Toward that shade I might behold addrest 
The king and his companions : warily 


Istole into a neighbour thicket by, | 259 


— 


And overheard what you shall overhear; 
That, by and by, disguis'd they will be here. 
Their herald is a pretty knavish page, 

That well by heart hath conn'd his embassage : 
Action, and accent, did they teach him there; 
Thus must thou speak, and thus thy body bear e 
And ever and anon they made a doubt, 
Presence majestical would put him out; 


For, quoth the king, an angel shalt thou See; 
Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously : 260 
| 0 


her. 


260 
The 
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4 V. 
The boy reply'd, An angel is not evil; 
ould have fear'd her, had $he been a devil. 
With that all laugh'd, and clap'd him on the shoulder, 
Making the bold wag by their praises bolder. 
one rubb'd his elbow, thus; and fleer'd, and swore, 
A better speech was never spoke before: 
Another, with his finger and his thumb, 
Cry'd, Via ! we will do't, come what will come e 
The third he caper'd, and cry'd, Al goes well: 
The fourth turn'd on the toe, and down he fell. 270 
With that they all did tumble on the ground, 
With such a zealous laughter, so profound, 
That in this spleen ridiculous appears, 
To check their folly, passion's solemn tears. 
Prin. But what, but what, come they to visit us? 
Boyet. They do, they do; and are apparel'd thus, 
like Muscovites, or Russians: as I guess, 
Their purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance: 
and every one his love-feat will advance | 
Unto his several mistress; which they'll know 
By favours several, which they did bestow. 
Prin. And will they so? the gallants shall be 
task d: 
For, ladies, we will every one be mask'd; 
And not a man of them shall have the grace, 
Despight of suit, to see a lady's face. 
Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear; 
And then the king will court thee for his dear: 
Hold, take thou this, my sweet and give me thine ; 
So shall Biron take me for Rosaline. 


280 


And 
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And change your favours too; so shall your lo 
. Woo contrary, deceiv'd by these removes. 
Ros. Come on then; wear the favours most 


Kath. But, in this changing, what is your intent! 
Prin. The effect of my intent is, to cross theirs : 
They do it but in mocking merriment ; 
And mock for mock is only my intent. 
Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook; and so be mock'd withal, 
Upon the next occasion that we meet, 
With visages display'd, to talk, and greet. 
Ros. But shall we dance, if they desire us to't? 
Prin. No; to the death, we will not move a foot: 
Nor to their penn'd speech render we no grace; 
But, while 'tis spoke, each turn away her face. | 
Boyet. Why, that contempt will kill the speaker's | 
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And quite divorce his memory ſrom his part. 
Prin. 'I hereiore I do it; and, I make no doubt, 
The rest will ne'er come in, if he be out. 
There's no such Sport, as Sport by Sport overthrown; | 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own : 
So shall we stay, mocking intended game; 
And they, well-mock'd, depart away with shame. 


Boyet, The trumpet sounds; be mask'd, the maskers 
[ The Ladies mash. 
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futer the King, BIRON, LON GA VILLE, and Dy- 
MAIN, disguised like Muscovites; MOTH with music, 
&c, 1 | | 
Moth. All hazl, the richest beauties on the earth | 
Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taffata. 
Moth. A Holy parcel of the farrest dames, 
[ The ladies turn their backs to him, 
That ever turn'd their —backs—to mortal views ! 
Biron. Therr eyes, villain, their eyes. 
Moth. That ever turn'd their eyes to mortal wews ! 
Dut— | 320 
Boyet. True; out, indeed. | 
Moth, Out of your favours, heavenly spirits, vouch- 
Safe 
Not to Seh 
Biron. Once to behold, rogue. 
Moth. Once to behold with your sun-beamed eyes, 
With your $un-beamed eyes 
Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet ; 
You were best call it daughter-beamed eyes. 
Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me 


out. 
iron. Is this your perfectness? be gone, you 
rogue. : 330 


Ros. What would these strangers? know their 
minds, Boyet: 

If they do speak our language, 'tis our will 

That some plain man recount their purposes: 

Know what they would. | 


3 Baoyet. 
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Boyet. What would you with the princess? 
Biron. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation, 
Ros. What would they, say they? 

Boyet. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 
Ros. Why, that they have; and bid them so be 


gone, 
Boyet. She says, you have it, and you may be 
gone. 340 


King. Say to her, we have measur'd many miles, 

To tread 4 measure with her on this grass. 

Boyet. They say, that they have measur'd many 2 
mile, 

To tread a measure with you on this grass. 

Ros. It is not so: Ask them, how many inches 

Is in one mile: if they have measur'd many, 

The measure then of one is easily told. 

Boyet. If, to come hither you have measur'd miles, 

And many miles; the princess bids you tell, 

How many inches do fill up one mile ? | 350 
Bron, Tell her, we measure them by weary steps. 
Boyet. She hears herself. 

Ros. How many weary steps, 

Of many weary miles you have o'ergone, 

Are number'd in the travel of one mile? 

Biron. We number nothing that we spend for you; 

Our duty is 80 rich, so infinite, 

That we may do it still without accompt. 

Vouchsafe to shew the sunshine of your face, 

That we, like savages, may worship it. 360 
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Ros. My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 
l. King. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds do! 
Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to shine 
Those clouds remov'd) upon our watery eyne. 
» be W Ros. O vain petitioner! beg a greater matter 
W 7101 now request'st but moon-shine in the water. 
king, Then in our measure do but vouchsafe one 


940 change: | 
es, Thou bid'st me beg; this begging is not strange. 
Ros. Play, musick, then: Nay, you must do it 
ny 2 soon. | 369 
Not yet no dance :—thus change I like the moon. 
King. Will you not dance? How come you thus 
* eꝛstrang'd? N | 
Ros. You took the moon at full; but now she's 
| chang'd. 
ies, Ring. Vet still she is the moon, and I the man. 


he musick plays; vouchsafe some motion to it. 
250 W Hos. Our ears vouchsafe it. 
Steps. King. But your legs should do it. 
| Ros. Since you are strangers, and come here by 
| chance, 
We'll not be nice: take hands ;—we will not dance. 
King. Why, t: ake you hands then? 
you,; Ros. Only to part friends: | 280 
Pourt'sy, Sweet hearts; and so the measure ends. 
| ing. More measure of this measure; be not nice. 
Hes. We can afford no more at such a price. 
3650 King. Prize yourselves then; What buys your 
Hos. company:? 
| H Ros. 
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Ros. Your absence only. 

King. That can never be. 

Ros. Then, cannot we be bought: And so adieu; 
Twice to you visor, and half once to you! 

King. If M deny to dance, let's hold more chat, 

Ros. In private then. 290 | 

King. I am best pleas'd with that. 

Bron. White-handed mistress, one sweet word with 

thee. 
Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar; there is three. 
Bzron. Nay then, two treys (an if you grow $ 
nice), | 

Metheglin, wort, and malmsey Well run, dice! 
There's half a dozen sweets. 

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu! 
Since you can cog, I'll play no more with you. 

Biron. One word in secret. 

Prin. Let it not be sweet. 409 

Biron. Thou griev'st my gall. 

Prin. Gall? bitter. 

B:ron. Therefore meet. | 

Dum. Will you vouchsafe with me to change 2 

word? 
Mar. Name it. 
Dum. Fair lady, 
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Mar. Say you so? Fair lord, 
Take that for your fair lady. Pe 
Dum. Please it you, | Fl 


As much in private, and I'll bid adieu. 410 
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nat. 
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Kath. What, was your visor made without a 
tongue ? | 

Long. 1 know the reason, lady, why you ak; 

Kath. O, for your reason! quickly, sir; I long. 

Long. You have a double tongue within your 
mask, 


And would afford my speechless visor half. 


Kath, Veal, quoth the Dutchman ;>1s not veal a 
call ? 


Long. A calt, fair 1 ? 

Kath. No, a fair lord calf. 

Long. Let's part the word. 

Kath. No, I'll not be your half: 42% 


| Take all, and wean it; it may prove an ox. 
Long, Look, how you butt een in these sharp 


mocks! 


Will you give horns, chaste lady? do not so. 


Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow. 
Long. One word in private with you, ere I die. 
Kath. Bleat softly then, the butcher hears you 
Cry. | 
Beyet. The tongues of mocking wenches ; are as 
keen 
As is the razor's edge invisible, 


Cutting a smaller hair than may be seen; 


Above the sense of sense: so sensible 430 


Seemeth their conference; their conceits have wings, 
Fleeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifter 


things. 
H ij Nos. 


* 
FFF AT 
n _— 1 a 
4 Hei % "_— — lr 7 ig Auk 


88 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 44 4 
Ros. Not one word more, my maids; break off 
| break off. 
Biron. By heaven, all dry-beaten with pure scoff! I 
King. Farewell, mad wenches; you have simple Ir 
wits. [ Exeunt Ring, and Lond, | 1 
| Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites.— 
3 Are these the breed of wits so wondred at ? | 
3 Boyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet breaths 4 
puff'd out. | K 
74 Ros. Well-liking wits they have; gross, gross; fat, N 
+ fat. | | 
5 Prin. O poverty in wit, kingly- poor flout! 440 
2 Will they not, think you, hang themselves to- night? 
„ Or ever, but in visors, shew their faces? In 
5 This pert Biron was out of countenance quite. A 
17 Ros. O! they were all in lamentable cases! 5 
2 The king was weeping ripe for a good word. i 
1 Prin. Biron did swear himself out of all suit. $ 
4 Mar. Dumain was at my service, and his sword: . 
: No, point, quoth 1 : my servant straiglit was mute. f 
5 Kath. Lord Longaville said, J came o'er his heart; | A 
by And trow you, what he calPd me? 450 ... 
A Prin. Qualm, perhaps. *; 
5 Kath, Ves, in good faith. 50 
3 5 BD 
- Prin. Go, sickness as thou art! | 
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Ros. Well, better wits have worn plain statutc- 
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caps. 


But will you hear ? the king is my love sworn. 

Prin. And quick Biron hath plighted faith to me. 
Rath, And Longaville was for my service born. | 
| Mar 
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k of Mar. Dumain is mine, as SUre as bark on tree. 
Boyet. Madam, and pretty mistresses, give ear: 
Immediately they will again be here 469 
In their own shapes; for it can never be, 
They will digest this harsh indignity. 
Prin. Will they return ? 
Beyet. They will, they will, God knows; 
| And leap for joy, though they are lame with blows : 
Therefore, change favours; and when they repair, 
| Blow like sweet roses in this summer air. | 
Prin, How, blow? how blow ? speak to be under- 
Stood, | 


Off! 
imple 
Loy di. 
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reaths 


S ; Tat, 


IM Boyet. Fair ladies, mask'd, are roses in their bud; 
ght! a . 
Dismask'd, their damask sweet commixture shewn, 
Are angels vailing clouds, or roses blown. 471 
Prin. Avaunt, perplexity ! What shall we do, 
| if they return in their own shapes to woo ? 
Ros, Good madam, if by me you'll be advis'd, 
6 1 et's mock them still, as well known, as disguis'd: 
on Let us complain to them what fools were here, 
N Disguis'd like Muscovites, in shapeless gear; 
And wonder, what they were; and to what end 
Their shallow shows, and prologue vilely penn'd, 
And their rough carriage so ridiculous, 480 
Should be presented at our tent to us. 
PI | Doyet, Ladies, withdraw; the gallants are at hand. 
Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run o'er land. 
{ Exeunt Ladies. 
to me. : 
rn; i H iij Enter 


Mar. 
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Enter the King, Bixox, LONGAVILLE, and Duuaix, 
In ther own habits. 


King. Fair sir, God save you! Where's the Prin f 
cess ? 
Boyet. Gone to her tent : Please it your majesty, En: 
Command me any service to her? | 
King. That she vouchsate me audience for one , 
| word. | 
Boyet. I will; and so will she, I know, my lord, | 
| | | | Exil. 
Biron. This fellow picks up wit, as pigeons peas; 
And utters it again, when Jove doth please: 490 
He is wit's pedlar; and retails his wares 
At wakes, and wassels, meetings, markets, fairs ; 
And we that sell by gross, the Lord doth know, 
Have not the grace to grace it with such show. 
This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve; 
Had he been Adam, he had tempted Eve: 
He can carve too, and lisp: Why, this is he, 
That kiss'd away his hand in courtesy; 
This is the ape of form, monsieur the nice, 
That, when he plays at tables, chides the dice 
In honourable terms; nay, he can sing 
A mean most meanly; and, in ushering, 
Mend him who can: the ladies call him, sweet; 
The stairs, as he treads on them, kiss his feet: 
This is the flower that smiles on every one, 
To shew his teeth as white as whale his bone 
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And consciences, that will not die in debt, 
Pay him the due of honey-tongued Boyet. 
King. A blister on his sweet tongue, with my 
heart, 
That put Armado's page out of his part! 510 


Euler the Princess, RosA LINE, MARIA, KATHARINE, 
BO VET, and Attendants. 


Biron. See, where it comes I- Behaviour, what 
wert thou. 
'Till this mad man shew'd thee? and what art thou 
now ? 
King. All hail, sweet madam, and fair time of day! 
Prin. Fair, in all hail, is foul, as I conceive. 
king, Construe my $peeches better, if you may. 
Prin, Then wish me better, I will give you leave. 
King. We came to visit you; and purpose now 
To lead you to our court: vouchsafe it then. 


Prin. This field shall hold me; and 80 hold your 


vow: 
Nor God, nor I, delight in perjur'd men. 520 
King. Rebuke me not for that which you provoke; 
The virtue of your eye must break my oath. 
Prin. You nick-name virtue vice you should have 
spoke; 
For virtue's office neve breaks men's troth. 
Now, by my maiden honour, yet as pure 
As the unsully'd lily, 1 protest, 
A world of torments though | should endure, 


I would not yield to be your house's guest; 
| 80 
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So much J hate a breaking cause to be 
Of heavenly oaths, vow'd with integrity. 
King. O, you have liv'd in desolation here, 
Unseen, unvisited, much to our shame. 
Prin. Not so, my lord: it is not so, I swear 
We have had pastimes here, and pleasant game ; | 
A mess of Russians left us but of late, 
King. How, madam? Russians? 
Prin. Ay, in truth, my lord ; 
Trim gallants, full of courtship, and of state. 
Ros. Madam, speak true : It is not so, my lord; 


My lady (to the manner of these days), :: Ml ; 


In courtesy, gives undeserving praise. 7 
We four, indeed, confronted were with four 
In Russian habit: here they staid an hour, 7 
And talk'd apace ; and in that hour, my lord, 
They did not bless us with one happy word. . 

» 1 * 1 dea 
I dare not call them fools; but this I think, ip 


When they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 
Biron. This jest is dry to me.—Fair, gentle, swec!t, 
Your wit makes wise things foolish : when we greet 


With eyes best seeing heaven's fiery eye, ::: 
By light we lose light : your capacity | Th 
Is of that nature, that to your huge store | 
Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but poor. 
Ros, This proves you wise and rich; for in un; _ 
es | O! 
Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty, 1 
Ros. But that you take what doth to you belong, No 


It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue. 
4 | | | Bron, 
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Biron. O, I am yours, and all that 1 possess. 
Ros. All the fool mine? 
Bi ron. I cannot give you less. 


93 


460 


2 


Ros. Which of the visors was it, that you wore ? 
Biron. Where? when? what visor? why demand 


you this? 


Ros. There, then, that visor; that superfluous 


case, 


That hid the worse, and shew'd the better face; 


King. We are descry'd; they'll mock us now down 


right. 
Dum. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest. 


Prin. Amaz'd, my lord? * looks your highness 


sad: 


Ros, Help, hold hisbrows! he'll swoon! Why look 


” u pale ? 


| Sea-Sick, I think, coming from Muscovy. 


Biron. Thus pour the stars down plagues for per- 


jury. 
Can any face of brass hold longer out? 


Here stand I, lady; dart thy skill at me; 


579 


Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a flout ; 


Cut me to pieces with thy keen conceit ; 


And U will wish thee never more to dance, 


Nor never more in Russian habit wait. 


O! never will J trust to speeches penn'd, 


Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 


Nor to the motion of a school-boy's tongue; 


Nor never come in visor to my friend; 


580 


Nor woo in rhime, like a blind karen s SONS 
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Taftata phrases, silken terms precise, 
Three-pil'd hyperboles, spruce affectation, 
Figures pedantical ; these summer- flies 
Have blown me full of maggot ostentation: 
I do forswear them: and I here protest, 


By this white glove (how white the hand, God 


knows!) 
Henceforth my wooing mind shall be express'd 
In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes : 


And to begin, wench,—so God help me, lal— 393 


_ 


My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw, 
Ros. Sans, SANS, I pray you. 
Biron. Vet I have a trick | 
Of the old rage:—bear with me, I am sick ;— 
Pl leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see; 
Write, Lord have mercy on us, on those three; 
They are infected, in their hearts it lies; 


They have the plague, and caught it of your eyes: 


These lords are visited: you are not free, 


For the Lord's tokens on you do I see. boo | 


Prin. No, they are free, that gave these tokens to us. 
Biron. Our states are forfeit, seek not to undo us. 
Nos. It is not so; for how can this be true, 

That you stand forfeit, being those that sue? 
Biron. Peace; for I will not have to do with you. 
Ros. Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. | 

Bron. Speak for yourselves, my wit is at an end. 
King. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude trans- 
gression 


Some fair excuse. 
Prin. 
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prin. The fairest is confession. | 610 1 | A 
Were you not here, but even now, disguis'd ? ; 'f 
King. Madam, I was. 11.0 
Prin. And were you well advis'd? 1 
King. 1 was, fair madam. 1 7 
Prin. When you then were here, 1 
What did you whisper in your lady's ear? 7 


- — — „ 


King. That more than all the world I did respect 
her. 

Prin, When she shall challenge this, you will re- 
ject her. 

King. Upon mine honour, no. 

Prin. Peace, peace, forbear: 620 


2 on 
I * 


Tour oath broke once, you force not to furswear, 
King. Despise me, when I break this oath of 


CEF ²˙¹Üwꝛͥ ͥXlf TRE 04, Do Foe RAE I 


— 
_ 


mine. 

Prin, I will; and therefore keep it :—Rosaline, 
| What did the Russian whisper in your ear? 

Ros. Madam, he swore, that he did hold me dear 
As precious eye-sight ; and did value me 
Above this world: adding thereto, moreover, 
That he would wed me, orelse die my lover. 

Prin. God give thee joy of him! the noble lord 


Most honourably doth uphold his word. 630 
| King. What mean you, madam? by my lite, my 
troth, 


| I never swore this lady such an oath. 
| Ros. By heaven, you did; and to confirm it plain, 
You gave me this ; but take it, sir, again, | 
| | | King. 
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96 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST, 0 J. 
King. My faith and this, the princess I did give; 
I knew her by this jewel on ber sleeve. 
Prin. Pardon me, sir, this jewel did she wear; 
And lord Biron, I thank him, is my dear 


What; will you have me, or your pearl again ? 699 ö 


Biron. Neither of either; I remit both twain. 
I see the trick on't ;—Here was a consent 
(Knowing atorehand of our merriment), 
To dash it like a Christmas comedy: 
Some carry»tale, some please-man, some slight zany, 
Some mumble-news, 

Dick, | 

That smiles his cheek in years; and knows the trick 
To make my lady laugh, when she's dispos'd,—— 
Told our intents before : which once disclos'd, 


The ladies did change favours ; and then we, 


Following the signs, woo'd but the sign of she. 655 
Now, to our perjury to add more terror, De, 
We are again forsworn ; in will, and error. 
Much upon this it is: And might not you 
5 [70 BOYET, 
Forestal our sport, to make us thus untrue ? 
Do not you know my lady's foot by the squier, 
And laugh upon the apple of her eye? 
And stand between her back, sir, and the fire, 
Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? 
You put our page out: Go, you are allow'd; 
Die when you will, a smock shall be your shroud. 
You leer upon me, do you ? there's an eye, 661 


Wounds like aleaden sword. 


Bovet. 
A 


Some trencher-knight some 


V. 


61 
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Boyet. Full merrily 
Hath this brave manage, this career, been run. 
Biron. Lo, he is tilting straight! Peace; I have 
done. 


Enter COSTARD. 


Welcome, pure wit ! thou partest a fair fray. 
Cost. O Lord, sir, they would know, 

Whether the three worthies shall come in, or no. 
Biron. What, are there but three ? 


cost. No, sir; but it is very fine, 670 


for every one pursents three. 
Biron. And three times thrice is nine. 
Cost. Not so, sir; under correction, sir; [ hope, it 
is not so: 


| You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir; we 


know what we know: 
| hope, sir, three times thrice, sir 
Biron. Is not nine. 
Cost. Under correction, sir, we kin whereuntil it 
doth amount. | 
Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes for nine. 
Cost. O Lord, sir, it were pity you Should get your 


lring by reckoning, sir. 681 


Biron. How much is it ? 

Cost. O Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the actors, 
ir, will shew whereuntil it doth amount: for my own 
part, I am, as they say, but to parfect one man in one 
poor man: Pompion the great, sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ? 

3 Cost. 
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Cost. It pleased them to think me worthy of Pom. 

pion the great: for mine own part, I know not the 

degree of the worthy; but Jam to stand for him, 691 
Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

Cost. We will turn it finely off, sir; we will take 
some care. | 


King. Biron, they will shame us, let them not ap- 
proach, ©. "TExit:CoSTary | 
Biron. We are shame- proof, my lord: and *tis some 


policy 


To have one show worse than the king's and his com. 


_ pany, 
King. I say, they shall not come. 
Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'er-rule you 
now; | 

That sport best pleases, that doth least know how: 
Where zeal strives to content, and the contents 5700 
Dies in the zeal of that which it presents, 
There form confounded makes most form in mirth; 
When great things labouring perish in their birth. 

Biron. A right description of our sport, my lord. 


Enter KARMA DO. 


Arm. Anointed, I implore so much expence of tl; 
royal sweet breath as will utter a brace of words. 
[ Converses apart with the Ring. 
Prin. Doth this man serve God ? 
Biron. Why ask you | 
Prin, He Speaks not like a man of God's making. 


Arn. 


ame 


the fool, and the boy: | 
A bare throw at novum; and the whole world again, 
| Cannot prick out five such, take each one in his vein. 
| Ag. The ship is under sail, and here she comes 
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Arm. That's all one, my fair, sweet, honey monarch : 
for, I protest, the school-master 1s exceeding fantas- 
tical; too, too vain; too, too vain : But we will put 
it, as they say, to fortuna della guerra. 
peace of mind, most royal couplement! 

King. Here is like to be a good presence of wor- 


| thies: He presents Hector of Troy; the swain, Pom— 


pey the great; the parish-curate, Alexander: Arma- 


| do's page, Hercules; the pedant, Judas Maccabæus. 
And if these four worthies in their first show thrive, 


These four will change habits, and present the. other 
five. 720 
Biron. There is five in the first show. 
King. You are deceiv'd, 'tis not so. 
Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge- -priest, 


amain. | 
| Pageant of the Nine Worthics, 


Enter COSTARD, for Pompey. 


Cost. 1 Pompey am, 
Boyet. You lie, you are not he. 
Cost. I Pompey am, 
Boyet. With libbard's head on knee, 
Biron. Well said, old mocker; [ must needs be 
friends with thee. 
Cost. 1 Pompey am, Pompey Surnamed the Big, 
0 j 
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Dum. The great. 
Cost. It is great, sir; - Pompey s:rnam'd the great; 


Nat oft in field, with targe and shield, did make my foe 


to sweat 


And travelling along this coast, I here am come by chance; 
And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet lass of Franc, | 
If your ladyship would say, Thanks, Pompey, I had 


done. 740 
Prin, Great thanks, great Pompey. 
Cost. *Tis not so much worth: but, I hope, I waz 
perfect: I made a little fault in, great. 


Biron. My hat to a half-penny, Pompey proves the 


best worthy. 
Enter NATHANIEL, for Alexander. 


Nath. When in the world T liv'd, I was lle world"; 
commander; 


| By east, west, north, and south, I Spread my conguerin 


might © 
My 'Scutcheon plain declares, that I am Alisander. 

Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not; for it Stands 
too right. 

Biron.. Your nose smells, no, in this, most tender. 
Smelling-knight, _ 750 

Prin. The conqueror is dismay'd: Proceed, gool 
Alexander. 

Nath, When in the world I lib'd, I was the world: 


commander 


Boyet. Most true, 'tis right; you were so, Alisander 


Biron. Pompey the great 


TT, 
C\.48 


J. 


y fee 


nce; 
Mee, 
had 


74⁰ 


Id 


lering 


tand; 


norld's 


under 


TY, 
1.48 


Ergo, I come with thts apology. 


Ad V. LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 
Cost. Your servant, and Costard. 
Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away Ali- 

sander. 

Cost. O, sir, you have overthrown Alisander the 
conqueror! [To NATH.] You will be scraped out of 
the painted cloth for this: your lion, that holds his 
poll-ax sitting on a close-stool, will be given to A-jax ; 
he will then be the ninth worthy. A conqueror, and 
afeard to speak ! run away for shame, Alisander. [Exit 


101 


Na rz. ] There, an't shall please you! a foolish mild 
man; an honest man, look you, and soon dash'd! 


He is a marvellous good neighbour, insooth; and a 


very good bowler: but, for Alisander, alas, you see, 
| how ' tis -a little o'er- parted: But there are worthies 
a- coming will speak their mind in some other sort. 


Biron. Stand aside, good Pompey. 


Enter HOLOFERNES, for Judas, and MOTH, for Her- 


cules. 


Hol. Great Hercules is presented by this imp, 77 
Whose club Rill'd Cerberus, that three-headed canus; 


| And, when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp, 


Tus did he Strangle Serpents in his manus: 
Quoniam, ke Seemeth in minority; 


(To MoTH. | Keep some state in thy extt, and vanish, 
Hol. Judas, I am, Exit MOTH, 
Dum, A Judas! | 
Hol. Not Iscariot, sir.—— 

Judas I am, ycleped Maccabaus. 
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Dum. Judas Maccabæus clipt, is plain Judas. 
Biron. A kissing traitor: How art thou prov'd 


Judas ? 
Hol. Judas I am, | ; 
Dum. The more shame for you, Judas. _ 
Hol. What mean you, sir? 1 
Boyet. To make Judas hang himself. = / 
Hol. Begin, sir; you are my elder. 
Biron. Well follow'd ; OW was hang'd on an 
elder. 
Hol. 1 will not be put out of countenance. 
Biron. Because thou hast no face. 790 WM 7 
Hol. What is this? | | in 2 
Boyet. A cittern head. 2, 
Dum. The head of a bodkin. | . 
Biron. A death's face in a ring. | K 
Long. The face of an old R man coin, scarce seen. B 
Boyet. The pummel of Cx. faulchion. 18 
Dum. Ihe carv'd-bone bud on a flock, Bs 
Brron. St. George's nal cheek in a yrooch. 1 
Dum. Ay, and in a brech of lead. 799 / / 
Biron. Ay, and u rn 11 the cap of a tooth-drawer: B: 
And now, torwwar. er we have put thee in counte- D 
| Nance. A 
Hol. You tt me out of countenance, | Cave 
Biron. Ful > have given thee faces. | D; 
Hol. 1 iVe out- 8 8 them all. ; Bl 
Bron. wert a lion, we would do so. E 
I. re, as he is, an ass, let him go: D. 
Aud stachen, sweet Jude! nay, why dost thou stay? 


Dun. 


Js Ad V. LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 103 
Dum. For the latter end of his name. 

v'd Biron. For the ass to the Jude; give it him. 

Jud-as, away. 809 


Hol. This is not generous, not gentle, not humble. 


Boyet. A light for monsieur Judas; it grows dark, | 


he may stumble. 


Prin. Alas, poor Maccabæus, how he hath been 


buited ! 
an 
Enter ARMADO, for Hector. 
17 Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles; here comes Hector 
in arms. 
Dum. Though my mocks come home by me, I will 
now be merry. 
King. Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this, 
een Boyet. But is this Hector ? | 
Dum. I think, Hector was not so clean timber'd. 
Long. His leg is too big for Hector. 820 
Dum. More calf, certain. 
799 Boyet. No; he is best indu'd in the small. 
ver: Biron This can't be Hector. | 
ute. Du. He's a god or a painter; for he makes faces. 


Arm. The armipotent Mars, of lances Me almighty, 


| Gave Hector a gift 
Dum. A gilt nutmeg, 
iron. A lemon. 
Long. Stuck with cloves, 
Dum. No, cloven. | 
lay? M4 14 
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104 LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 44 
Arm. Peace ! The armipotent Mars, of lances the 41. 
mighty, TT 
Gave Hector a gift, the heir of Illion; 
A man so breath'd, that, certain, he would fight, yea, 
From morn til mght, out of his pavilion. 
J am that flower 
Dum. That mint. 
Long. That columbine. 
Arm. Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 
Long. I must rather give it the rein; for it runs 
against Hector. 930 
Dum. Ay, and Hector's a greyhound. 
Arm. The sweet war- man is dead and rotten; sweet 
chucks, beat not the bones of the buried: when he 
breath'd, he was a man——But I will forward with 
my device; | To the Princess.] sweet royalty, bestoy 
on me the sense of hearing. 
Prin. Speak, brave Hector ; ; We are much de. 
lighted. 
Arm. I do adore thy sweet grace's lipper. 
Poyet. Loves her by the foot. 
Dum, He may not by the yard. = 
Arm. This Hector far surmounted Hannibal 


Cost. The party is gone, fellow Hector, she is gone; 
She is twe nonths on her way. | 
Arm. What mean'st thou? | 
Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan, the 
poor wench is cast . she's quick; the chi 
brags in her belly already; 'tis your's. 
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Arm. Dost thou infamonize me among potentates ? 
thou Shalt die. 

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipp'd, for Jaquenetta 
that is quick by him; and hang'd, for Pompey that is 


| dead by him. 862 


Dum. Most rare Pompey! 
Boyet. Renowned Pompey | | 
Biron, Greater than great, great, great, great Pom- 


| pey ! Pompey the huge! 


Dum, Hector trembles. | 
Biron. Pompey is mov'd : More Ates, more Ates; 


stir them on, stir them on! 


Dum. Hector will challenge him. 870 
Biron. Ay, if he have no more man's blood in's 


belly than will sup a flea. 


Arm. By the north pole, I do challenge thee. 
Cost. J will not fight with a pole, like a northern 


man; I'll slash; 111 do't by the sword: —1 pray you, 
let me borrow my arms again. 


Dum. Room for the incensed worthies. 

Cost. I'Il do it in my shirt. 

Dum. Most resolute Pompey! 

Moth. Master, let me take you a button- hole lower. 


Do you not see, Pompey is uncasing for the combat? 
What mean you, you will lose your reputation. 882 


Arm. Gentlemen, and soldiers, pardon me; I will 


e | not combat in my shirt. 


Dum. You may not deny it; Pompey hath made 


| the challen ge. 


Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 
Biron. 
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106 LOYE'S LABOUR'S LOST. Ad J. 
Biron. What reason have you for't? 
Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no Shirt; 1 
£0 woolward for penance. | 890 
Boyet. True, and it was enjoin'd him in Rome for 
want of linen: since when, I'll be sworn, he wore 
none, but a dish-clout of Jaquenetta's; and that 
a' wears next his heart for a favour. 


Enter MERCADE. 


Mer. God save you, madam ! 

Prin. Welcome, Mercade ; 
But that thou interrupt'st our merriment. 

Mer. Jam sorry, madam ; for the news J bring, 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father 

Prin. Dead, for my life. 900 

Mer. Even so: my tale is told. 

Biron. Worthies, away; the scene begins to ed 

Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free breath: I } P. 
have seen the days of wrong through the little hole of . 
discretion, and I will right myself like a soldier. 

[ Exeunt Worthies, I An 


King How fares your majesty ? For 
Prin. Boyet, prepare: I will away to- night. 1 
King. Madam, not so; I do beseech you, stay. Hat. 
Prin. Prepare, I say. —I thank you, gracious lords, Eve 
For all your fair endeavours; and entreat, 910 Ane 
Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe As | 
In your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide, 1 
The liberal opposition of our spirits: For 
If over-boldly we have borne ourselves Tul 
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Form'd by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye, 
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In the converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it, Farewell, worthy lord! f 


A heavy heart bears not an humble tongue: 
FExcuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain'd. 

King. The extreme parts of time extremely forms 
All causes to the purpose of his speed; 921 
And often, at his very loose, decides ; 
That which long process could not arbitrate. ' 
And though the mourning brow of progeny ] 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love, Fe: 
The holy suit which fain it would convince ; = 
Yet, since love's argument was first on foot, | 
Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it | 
From what 1t purpos'd; since, to wail friends lost, : 

Is not by much so wholesome, profitable, 930 

As to rejoice at friends but newly found. | 
Prin. 1 understand you not, my griefs are double. hel 
Biron, Honest plain words best pierce the ear of f 

grief; 

And by these badges understand the king. 

For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 

Play'd foul play with our oaths; your beauty, ladies, 

Hath much deform'd us, fashioning our humours 

Even to the opposed end of our intents : 

And what in us hath seem'd ridiculous, 

As love is full of unbefitting strains; 40 

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain 
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Ve 


Fall of straying shapes, of habits, and of forms, 
| Varying 
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Varying in subjects as the eye doth roll = 
To every varied object in his glance ; iffo 
Which party-coated presence of loose love, You 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eves, You 
Have misbecom'd our oaths and gravities, 

Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults, | 3 
Suggested us to make: Therefore, ladies, 950 W - 
Our love being yours, the error that love makes |} Erb. 
| Is likewise yours: we to ourselves prove false, 10 
| By being once false for ever to be true cha 

| To those that make us both, fair ladies, you ; ; 
| And even that falsehood, in itself a sin, | g m 
| Thus purifies itself, and turns to grace. | 4g | 
| Prin. We have receiv'd your letters, full of love; Ther 
LVour favours, the embassadors of love; ebm 
| And, in our maiden council, rated them a 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and courtesy, 90 Lil 
As bombast and as lining to the time: My v 
| But more devout than this, in our respects, "RR 
| Have we not been; and therefore met your loves por t 
In their own fashion, like a merriment. If thi 
Dum. Our letters, madam, shew'd much more than Veit! 
jest. | W 4 
Long. So did our looks. | EG. 
Ros. We did not quote them so. | The 
King. Now, at the latest minute of the hour, ] 
Grant us your loves. | Bir 
Prin. A time, methinks, too short 970 | Bo, 
To make a world-without-end bargain in: You ; 


No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur'd much, pl ther 
= *ull 
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Full of dear guiltiness; and, therefore, this—— 

If for my love (as there is no such cause) 

You will do aught, this shall you do for me: 

Your oath I will not trust: but go with speed 

To some forlorn and naked hermitage, 


| Remote from all the pleasures of the world ; 


There stay, until the twelve celestial signs 

Have brought about their annual reckoning : 980 
this austere insociable life 

Change not your offer made in heat of blood; 

if frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, and thin weeds, 


Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love, 
| But that it bear this trial, and last love; 
Then, at the expiration of the year, 


Come challenge, challenge me by these deserts, 
And, by this virgin-palm, now kissing thine, 
[ will be thine: and, *till that instant, shut 
My woeful self up in a mourning house; 999 
Raining the tears of lamentation, _ 
for the remembrance of my father's death. 
Ii this thou do deny, let our hands part; 
Neither intitled in the other's heart. 

King. If this, or more than this, T would deny, 

Jo fatter up these powers of mine with rest, 
The sudden hand of death close up mine eye! 

Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast. 

Biron. And what to me, my love, and what to me? 
Ros. You must be purged too, your sins are rank; 
You are attaint with fault and perjury : 1001 

i!)erefore, if you my favour mean to get, | 
. K Atwelve- 
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A twelve-month shall you spend, and never rest, 
But seek the weary beds of people sick. 
Dum. But what to me, my love? but what to me? 
Kath. Awite!—a beard, fair health, and honesty; : 
With three-fold love I wish you all these three. N 
Dum. O, shall I say, I thank you, gentle wife ? | 
Kath. Not so, my lord; a twelve-month and a # 
day 3 
I'll mark no words that smooth- fac'd wooers say: 
Come when the king doth to my lady come, 10:11 
'Then, if I have much love, I'll give you some. ; 
Dum. I'Il serve thee true and faithfully *till then. 
Kathi. Vet swear not, lest you be forsworn again, 
Long. What says Maria? 
Mar. At the twelve-month's end, 
I'll change my black gown for a faithful friend. | 
Long. I'll stay with patience ; but the time is long. 
Mar. The liker you; few taller are so young. | 
Biron. Studies my lady ? nustress, look on me, 


Behold the window of my heart, mine eye, 1921 W But, 
What humble suit attends thy answer there ; A And 
Impose some service on me for thy love. J Riel 
Ros. Oft have I heard of you, my lord Biron, Be 
Before I saw you: and the world's large tongue 
Proclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; | BYE 
Full of comparisons, and wounding flouts ; P, 
Which you on all estates will execute, | 
That lie within the mercy of your wit: 10291 XK: 
To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain; 
And, therewithal, to win me, if you please, » BY 


(WithoutY 
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(Without the which I am not to be won} : 
You shall this twelve- month term from day to day 438 
| Visit the speechless sick, and still converse 6 F 
„with groaning wretches ; and your task shall be, I 
JW With all the fierce endeavour of your wit, wt 
Io enforce the pained impotent to smile. g 3 
af Biron, To move wild laughter in the throat of 1 : 
0 death? 5 
u cannot be: it is impossible: [1 
1 Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 1040 N 
: Ros. Why, that's the way to choke a gibing spirit, ö j bi 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace, EK: 
Wich shallow laughing hearers give to fools: g 7 
W A jest's prosperity lies in the ear _ by 
Of him that hears it: never in the tongue i 
of him that makes it: then, if sickly ears, ith 
ng. Deaf'd with the clamours of their own dear nn, . . | 
W Will hear your idle scorns, continue then, * 
And I will have you, and that fault withal; by 
221 MF But, if they will not, throw away that spirit, 1050 bf 
And I shall find you empty of that fault, i 4304 
Right joyful of your reformation. | Ti 
Biron. A twelve-month? well, befall what will We 
befall, | 0 21 
il jest a twelve- month in an hospital. { 14, 
Prin. . Sweet my lord; and $0 1 take my leave. 1 
[ To the King. ' [48 
1029] King. No, madam z we wlll ng you on your * 
13 way. N 


Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old play; 
thou | K ij | Jack 
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Jack hath not Jill: these ladies? courtesy 
Might well have made our sport a comedy. 
King. Come, sir, it wants a twelve-month and a 
day, | 106g 
And then *twill end. 
Biron. That's too long for a play. 


Ad 


Enter ARMA DO. 


Arm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me. 

Prin. Was not that Hector? 

Dum. That worthy Knight of Troy. 

Arm, I will kiss thy royal finger, and take leave: I | 
am a votary ; I have vow'd to Jaquenetta to hold the 
plough for her sweet love three years. But, most 
esteemed greatness, will you hear the dialogue that 
the two learned men have compiled, in parise of the 
owl and the cuckow? it should have follow'd in the 
end of our show. | 1072 
King. Call them forth quickly, we will do so. 
Arm. Holla! approach. — 


Enter all, for the Song. 


This side is Hiems; winter. | 

This Ver, the spring; the one maintain'd by the ow), 
The other by the cuckow, 

Ver, begin, 


SONG. 


F. a. LOVE'S LABOUR'S LOST. 113 


SONG. 
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When darzies pied, and violets blue, ( 
And lady-smocks all silver ite, 1080 
And cuckow-bud's of yellow hue, | 
Do paint the meadows with delight, 
The cuckow then, on every tree 
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Cuchoto; 
219 Cuckow, cuckow,—O word of fear, | 
the | Unpleasing to a marry'd ear! o 
ost W | 1.51 
hat | When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, th | 
the i And merry larks are plowmen's clocks, 143 
the Men turtles tread, and rooks, and daws, 1090 Pt | 
072 | And mazdens bleach their Summer -sMocks, % 
The cuckow then, on every tree, 1 
Mocks married men, for thus sings he, Wo 
Cuckow ; |} | 
Cuckow, cuckow,—0O word of fear, 1 ? 
Unpleasing to a marry'd ear! [3 | 
4 
DW), | WINTER. by, 
When isicles hang by the wall, | {al 
And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, ig 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, Wn! 
NG, And milk comes frozen home in pail, 1100 I | 
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When blood is nipt, and ways be foul, 
Then nighitly sings the staring owt, 
To-who ; 
Tu-whit, to-who, a merry note, 


White greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parson's Saw, 
And birds sit brooding in the snow, 

And Marian's nose looks red and raw, 
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl. 1110 


Then nightly sings the staring owt, 


To-who 
Tu-whit, to- tuo, a merry note, 


Maile greasy Joan doth heel the pot. 


Arm. The words of Mercury are harsh after the 
songs of Apollo. You, that way; we, this way. 


[ Exeunt omnes. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


MEN. 


Don Pedro, Prince of Arragon. 

Leonato, Governor of Messina. 

Don John, Bastard Brother to Don Pedro. 

Claudio, a yourg Lord of Florence, Favourite to Don Pedro. 


Benedick. a young Lord of Padua, favoured likewise by Don 
Pedro. | | 


Balthazar, Servant to Don Pedro. " 
Antonio, Brether to Leonato. | 
Borachio, Confident to Don John. 
Conrade, Friend to Borachio. 


gg c two foolish Officers, 


WOMEN. A 
Hero, Daughter to Leonato. 124 ; 


Beatrice, Niece to Leonato. 


Margaret, . | 
Ursula, two Gentlewomen attending on Hero, 


A Friar, Messenger, Watch, Town-Clerk, Sexton, and At- 
teundants. 
Scene, Messina in Sicily. 


6. — 


_— — * — * 


—— B 
.. 
. 


tl IO UE ESI res, 


j 


ACT 1: SCENEG-Þ. 


— — 


Before LEONATO's house, Enter LeoxaTo, HERO, 


and BEATKICE, with a Messcuger. 


Leonato. | 

[ LEARN in this letter that Don Pedro of Arragon 
comes this night to Xlessina. 

Mess. He 1s very near by this; he was not three 
leagues off when 1 beſt him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in 
this action ? 

Mess. But ſew of any sort, and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itself, when the 


achiever brings home full numbers. I find here, 


that Don Pedro hat! bestowed mach honour on a 
young Florentine, call'd Claudio. 

Mess. Much deserv'd on his part, and equally 
remembered by Dun Pedro: he hath. rag him- 
zel! beyond ihe promise of his age; doing, in the 
Byure of @ lamb, the feats of a lion: he hath, 

indeed, 


21 
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indeed, better better'd expectation, than you must ] 
expect of me to tel] you how. Vat 
Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina will be 
very much glad of it. to 
Mess. I have already delivered him letters, and W hat 
there appears much joy in him; even so much, ! 
that joy could not shew itself modest enough WM 1 
without a badge of bitterness. I is | 
Leon. Did he break out into tears? = 
Mess. In great measure. | wit 
Leon. A kind overflow of kindness : there are M 


no faces truer than those that are so wash'd. How W tu. 
much better is it to weep at joy, than to joy at W mo 


weeping ? 
Beat. I pray you, is signior Montanto returnd Wl the 
from the wars, or no? ned 
Mess. I know none of that name, lady ; there. Wl Ki 
was none such in the army of any sort. = . 
Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece? las! 
Hero. My cousin means signior Benedick of ene 
Padua. tha 
Mess. O, he's N and as pleasant as ever ¶ let 
he was. and 


Beat. He set up his bills here in Messina, oy” jeſt 
challenged Cupid at the flight; and my uncle's WW his 
fool, reading the challenge, subscribed for Cupid, I :we 
and challenged him at the bird-bolt.—l pray you, 1 
how many hath he kill'd and eaten in these wars? 1 Þ 
But how many hath he kill'd? for, indeed, | pro- but 
mis'd to eat all of his killing. the 

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick too, 
much; but hell be. Net with you, 1 doubt it I boc 
not. * NG: 


Mess, 


are 
ow | 
Ati 


rnd | 


ere. 


of 
ever 


and 
cle's 
pid, 
you, 
ars? 
pro- 
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Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in these 
wars. 

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath holp 
to eat it: he's a very valiant trencher-man, he 
hath an excellent stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady — But what 
is he to a lord? 


Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man; stuff 4 


with all honourable virtues. 

Beat. It is so, indeed; he is no less than a 
{tuff'd man: but for the stuffing—well, we are all 
mortal. 


Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece: 


there is a kind of merry war betwixt signior Be- 
nediek and her: they never meet, but there's a 
Rirmish of wit between them. DR: 
Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our 
last conflict, four of his five wits went halting off, 
and now 1s the whole man govern 'd with one: $0 
that if he have wit enough to keep himself warm, 


let him bear it for a difterence between himself 


and his horse; for it is all the wealth that he hath 


left, to be known a reasonable creature. Who is 


his companion now? he hath every mouth a new 
worn brother. 

Mess. Is it possible? 

Heat. Very easily possible: he wears his faith 

aut as the fashion of his hat, it eser changes with 
the next block. 

Mess. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your 
books. 

Beat. No: an he were, would burn my study. 

But, 
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But, I pray you, who is his companion ? Is there | 
no young Squarer now, that will make a. voyage ; 


with him to the dei 


Mess. He is most in the company of the right , 


noble Claudio. 


Beat. O lord! be will hang upon him like a 
disease: be is sooner caught than the pestilence, | 
and the taker runs presently mad. God help the | 
noble Claudio! if he have caught the Benedick, it } 


will cost him a thousand pounds ere he be cur'd, 
Mess. I will hold friends with you, lady. 
Beat. Do, good friend. 
Leon. Yowll ne'er run mad, niece. 
Beat. No, not *till a hot January. 
Mess. Don Pedro is approach'd, 


Enter Don PEDRO, CLAUDIO, BrxeDick, Bar- 
THAZAR, and Don Jon. 


Pedro. Good signior Leonato, you are come to 
meet your trouble : the fashion of the world is to | 


avoid cost, and you encounter it. 


Icon. Never came trouble to my house in the ; 
likeness of your grace: for trouble being gone, | 


comfort should remain; but, when you depart from 
me, sorrow abides, and happiness takes his leave. 

Pedro. You embrace your charge too willingly, 
—] think, this is your daughter. 


Leon, Her mother hath many times told me so. 


Bene. Were ou in We sir, that you ask 'd 


her? 


Leon. Signior Benedick, no; for then were you 


a child. | 
Pedro. You have it full, Benedick : we may 


Suess 


of 


1 
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guess by this what you are, being a man. Truly, 
the lady fathers herself: — Be happy, lady! for you 
are like an honourable father. 

Bene. If signior Leonato be her ſather, she 
would not bave his head on her shoulders for all 
Messina, as like him as she is. 

Beat. I wonder, that you will still be talking, 
signior Benedick ; no body marks you. 

Bene. What, my dear lady Disdain ! are you yet 
living ? 

Beat. Is it possible, Disdain should die, while 
be hath such meet food to feed it, as Signior Be- 
nedick? Courtesy itself must convert to disdain, 
it you come in her presence. 

Bene. Then is courtesy a turn-coat: But it 
is certain, I am lov'd of all ladies, only you ex- 
cepted: and I would I could find in my heart that 
| had not a hard heart; for truly, 1 love none. 

Beat. A dear happiness to women : they would 
else have been troubled with a pernicious suitor. 
| thank God, and my cold blood, 1 am of your 
humour for that; I had rather hear my dog bark 
at a crow, than a man swear he loves me. 

Bene. God keep your ladyship still in that mind! 
so some gentleman or other shall 'scape a predes- 
linate scratch'd face. 

Beat. Scratching could not make it worse, au 
twere such a face as your's were. 

Bene. Well, you are a rare parrot-teacher, 

Beat. A bird of my tongue, is better than a beast 
of yours, 

Bene, I wouid my horse had the Speed of your 

2. B tongue 3 
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tongue; and 80 good a continuer: But keep your ; 


way o'God's name; I have done. 


Beat. You always end with a jade's trick; [ | 


know you of old. 


Pedro. This is the sum of all: Leonato=— ? 
my dear | 
friend Leonato hath invited you all. I tell him, 
we shall stay here at the least a month; and he | 
heartily prays, some occasion may detain us | 
longer: I dare swear he is no hypocrite, but prays | 


Signior Claudio, and signior Benedick 


from his heart. 


Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not be 


ſorsworn. 


Let me bid you welcome, my lord; 


being reconciled to the prinee your brother, I owe | 


you all duty. 


John. I thank you: I am not of many words, | 


but I thank you. 
Leon. Please it your grace lead on?. 


Pedro. Your hand Leonato; we will go together. 


[ Exeunt all but BEXEDICK, and CLAaVD10, 
Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter 
of signior Leonato ? 
Bcne. I noted her not; but I look'd on her. 
Claud. Is she not a modest young lady? _ 
Bene. Do you question me, as an honest man 
should do, for my simple true judgment? or would 
you have me speak aſter my custom, as being a 
_ professed tyrant to their sex? 
Claud. No, I pray wor, speak in sober Judg- 
ment. 
Bene. Why, i'faith, methinka she is too low for 
a bigh praise, too brown for a fair praise, ww. 100 
ittle 


J. BM Act. wucn ano 4pour NOTHING. 11 
ur MY little for a great praise: only this commendation 
MF [| can afford her; that were she other than she is, 
che were unhandsome; and being no other but as 


A 5be is, I do not like her. 
— Claud. Thou think'st I am in sport; I pray 
car MW thee, tell me truly how thou lik'st her? 
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im, Bene. Would you buy her, that you enquire after 
he her? # 
us Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel! _ 


avs WM Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But 
peak you this with a sad brow? or do you play 
the flouting Jack; to tell us Cupid is a good hare- 
finder, and Vulcan a rare carpenter ? Come, in 
what key shall a man take you, to go in the song? 

Claud. In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady that * 
| ever looked on. | 

Bene. I can see yet without speetacles, and [ 
zee no such matter: there's her cousin, an she 
were not possess'd with a fury, exceeds her as 3 
much in beauty, as the first of May doth the last % 
of December. But I hope, you have no intent to 
turn husband; have you? _ 

Claud. I would searce trust myself, though 
had sworn the ene if Hero would be my 
wiſe. 

Bene. Is't come to this, i' faith? Hath not the 
world one man, but be will wear his cap with sus- 
picion? Shall I never see a bachelor of threescore 
again? Go to, i'faith; an thou wilt need thrust 
thy neck into 'a yoke, wear the-print of it, and 


v for Þ *igh away Sundays. Look, Don Pedro is return 'd 1 
1 100 to seek you, | 
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Re-enter Don PEDRO. 


Pedro. What Secret hath held you here, that 


_ you follow'd not to Leonato's ? 


Bene. I would, your grace would constrain me 


to tell; 
. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 


Bene. You hear, count Claudio: I can be secret 
as a dumb man, I would have you think so; but 
on my allegiance—mark you this, on my alle. f 
giance.— lle! is in love. With who ?—now that is 
your grace's part.— Mark, how short his answer 


18 :— With Hero, Leonato's short daughter. 
Claud. If this were so, so were it ttered. 


Bene. Like the old tale, my lord: it is not so, | 
nor 'twas not so; but, indeed, God forbid it should 3 


be so. 


Claud. If my passion change not shortly, God 


forbid it should be otherwise. 


Pedro. Amen, if you love her, for the lady is 


very well worthy, 


lord, 
Pedro. By my troch, I speak my thought. 
Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke mine. 


Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my 


ns speak mine. 

e That I love her, I feel. 

Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel how she should be 
loved, nor know how she should be worthy, is the 
opinion that fire cannot melt out of me; 1 will 
die in it at the stake. 

| Pedro, 


Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my | 


$ 
: 
| 
( 
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Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretick in 
the despight of beauty. 

Claud. And never could maintain his part, but 
in the force of his will. 

Bene. That a woman conceived me, I thank her; 
that she brought me up, I likewise give her most 
humble thanks: but that I will have a recheat 
winded in my forehead, or hang my bugle in an 
invisible baldrick, all women shall pardon me: 
Because I will not do them the wrong to mistrust 
any, I will do myself the right to trust none; and 


the fine is (for the which I may go the fiuer) I will 


live a bachelor. 

Pedro. I shall see thee, ere I die, look pale with 
love, 

Bene. With anger, with sickness, or with hun- 
ger, my lord; not "with love: prove, that ever I 
lose more blood with love, than I will get again 
with drinking, pick out mine eyes with a ballad- 
maker's pen, and hang me up at the door of a 
brothel-house for the sign of blind Cupid. 

Pedro. Well, if ever thou dost fall from this 
faith, thou wilt prove a notable argument. 

Bene, If I do, bang me in a bottle like a cat, 
and shoot at me; and he that hits me, let him be 
clapp'd on the shoulder, and call'd Adam. 

Pedro, Well, as time shall try: 

In time the savage bull doth bear the yoke.” _ 

Bene. The savage bull may; but if ever the sen- 
sible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull's horis, 
and set them in my forehead: and let me be vilely 
painted; and in such great letters as they write, 
* Here is good horse to hire,“ let them signify 

| B 3 under 
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under my sign, 
the marry'd man.“ 

Claud. If this should ever happen, thou would'st 
be horn-mad. 

Pedro. Nay, if Cupid hath not spent all his 
quiver in Venice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too then. 

Pedro. Well, you will temporize with the hours, 
In the mean ns, good signior Benedick, repair 
to Leonato's; commend me to him, and tell him, 
I will not fail, him at supper; for, indeed, he hath 
made great preparation. 

Bene. J have almost matter enough in me for 
such an embassage ; and so I commit you 

Claud. To the tuition of God; from my house 
(if J had it) 

Pedro. The sixth of July; your loving friend, 
Benedick. 

Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not: The body of 
your discourse 1s Sometime guarded with trag- 
ments, and the guards are but slightly basted on 
neither : ere you float old ends any further, exa- 
mine your conscience; and so I leave you. | Eat, 

Claud. My liege, your highness now may do me 

good. 

Pedro. My love is thine to teach; teach it but 

how, 
And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Claud. Hath Leonato any son, my lord? 

Pedro. No child but Hero, she's his only heir: 
Dost thou affect her, Claudio ? 

Claud. O my lord, 


** Here you may see Beuedick 
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hen you went onward on this ended action, 


[ look'd upon her with a soldier's eye, 

That lik d, but had a rougher task in hand 

Than to drive liking to the name of love: 

But now I am return'd, and that war-thoughts 

Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 

Come thronging soft and delicate desires, 

All prompting me how fair young Hero 1 is, 

Saying, I lik'd her ere I went to wars. 
Pedro. Thou wilt be like a lover ently. 

And tire the hearer with a book of words: 

If thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it; 

And I will break with her and with her father, 

And thou shalt have her: Was't not to this end, 

That thou began'st to twist so fine a story? 
Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love, 

That know love's grief by his complexion! 

But lest my liking might too sudden seem, 

| would have salv'd it with a longer treatise. 
Pedro. What need the bridge much broader than 

the flood? 

The fairest grant 1s the necessity : : | 

Look, what will serve, is fit: 'tis once thou lov'st ; 

And I will fit thee with a remedy. 

I know we shall have revelling to-night ; 

I will assume thy part in some disguise, 

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio; 

And in her bosom I'Il unclasp my heart, 

And take her hearing prisoner with the force 

And strong encounter of my amorous tale: 

Then, after, to her father will I break; 

And the conclus1on is, she shall be thine : 

In practice let us put it presently,  {FExcunt, 


SCENE 
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Act J. 


SCENE IT, 


A room in LeoxaTo's House. 
and ANTONIO. 


Leo. How now, brother ? 
your son? Hath he provided this musick? 
Ant. He is very busy about it. 
I can tell you news that yet you dream'd not of, 
Leon. Are they good? 


a good cover, they shew well outward. The prince 


| 2 : wn, r END 
Cb : 
nn rig 5 oo EIS IS OR ih « | 2 


alley in my orchard, were thus overheard by a man 
of mine: The prince discover'd to Claudio, that he 
lov'd my niece your daughter, and meant to ac. 
knowledge it this evening in a dance : nay, if he 
found her accordant, he meant to take the present 
time by the top, and instantly break with you of it. 

Leon. Hath the fellow any wit that told you this? 

Ant. A good sharp fellow: I will Send for him, 
and question him yourself. 

Leon. No, no; we will hold it as a dream, till 
it appear itself :——but I will acquaint my daugh- 
ter withal, that she may be the better prepared 
for an answer, if peradventure this be true : Go you, 
and tell her of it. [Several servants cross the stage 
here.] Cousin, you know what you have to do.— 
O, I cry you mercy, friend; go you with me, and 
I will use your skill: Good cousin, have à care 
this busy time. 


8 5 — 


— 


Enter LON AT, 


Where is my cousin, 


But, brother, 


Ant. As the event stamps them; but they have | 


and count Claudio, walking in a thick pleached } 


[ Exeunt, 77 


S CENIT 


3 4, 


we 
nce 

ned 
nan 
he 
ac. 

{ he 

sent 
it. 
his? 
aim, 


„ till 
ugh- 
ared 
you, 
Stage 
10,— 
, and 
care 
eum. 


INE 


Act J. 


MUCIT ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 17 


SCENE I. 


dnother Apartment in LRONVATo's house, 


Euter 
Don Joux und CON Ra DE. 


Con r. What the good-jer, my lord! whv are you 


thus out of measure sad; 

John. There is no measure in the occasion that 
breeds it, therefore the saduess is without limit. 

Conr. You should hear reason. 

John. And when 1 have heard it, what blessing 
bringeth it? 

Conr. If not a present remedy, yet a patient 
zufferance. i 

John, J wonder, that thou being (as thou say'st 
thou art) born under Seturn, goest about to apply 
a moral medicine to a mortifying mischief. I 
cannot hide what I am; I must be sad when 1 
have cause, and smile at no man's jests ; eat when 
I have stomach, and wait for no man's leisure; 
Sleep when I am drowsy, and tend on no man's 


business; laugh when 1 am merry, and claw no 
man in his humcur. 


Conr, Yea, but you must not make the full show 


(of this, till you may do it without controlment. 


You bave of late stood ont against your brother, 


and he hath ta'en you newly into his grace; where 
it is impossible you should take root, but by the 
fair weather that you make yourself: 


that you frame the season for your own harvest. 
John, I had rather be a canker in a hedge, than 
| 8 rose 


it is needful 
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a rose in his grace; and it better fits my blood to 
be disdain'd of all, than to fashion a carriage. to 
rob love from any: in this, though I cannot be 
said to be a flattering honest man, it must not be 
deny'd but I am a plain-dealing villain. I am 
trusted with a muzzle, and enfranchis'd with a | 


elog; therefore I have decreed not to sing in my 


cage: If 1 had my mouth, I would bite; if I had 
my liberty, I would do my liking : in the mean | 
time, let me be that I am, and seek not to alter | 


me. 


Euter BORACHIO, 


Bora. I came yonder from a great supper: the 
prince, your brother, is royally entertained by Leo- 
nato; and I can give you intelligence of an Intend- 


ed marriage, 


John. Will it serve for any model to build mis | 
chief on? What is he, for a fool, that betroths 


himself to unquietness ? 
Bora. Marry, it is your brother” s right hand. 
John. Who? the most exquisite Claudio ? 
Bora. Even he! 
John. A proper squire! and who, and who? 
which way looks he ? 
Bora, Marry, ou Hero, the daughter and heir 
of Leonato, 


John. A very forward March-chick ! ! How come 


you to know this? 


Bora, Being entertained for a perfumer, as! 
| Was 


* 


Conr. Can you make uo use of your discontent? | 
John. J make all use of it, for I use it only, 
Who comes here? what news, Borachio? | 


Was 
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was Smoaking a musty room, comes me the prince 
and Claudio, hand in hand, in sad conference: I 
whipt me behind the arras : and there heard it 
agreed upon, that the prince should woo Hero for 
himself, and having obtained her, give her to 
count Claudio. 

Jokn. Come, come, Jet us thither ; this may 
prove food to my displeasure : that young start-up 
hath all the glory of my overthrow ; if I can cross 
him any way, 1 bless myself every way: You are 
both sure, and will assist me. 

Conr, To the death, my lord. 

John. Let us to the great supper; their cheer is 
the greater, that I am subdu'd: Would the cook 
were of my mind != Shall we go prove what's to 
be done ? 

Bora, We N wait upon your lordship. [Exeunt, 
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4 hall in LEON ATO's house. Enter LEON ATO, AN- 
TONIO, HERO, BEaTRICk, MARGARET, and 
URSULA. 


1 
was not eount John here at supper? 

Ant. I zaw him not. 

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks ! 1 
never can see him, but I am heart-buru'd an hour 
alter. 

Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beat. He were an excellent m. an, that were 

lade 
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made just in the mid-way between him and Bene. 
dick ; the one is too like an image, and says no- 


thing; and the other too like my lady's eldest son, 
evermore tattling. 


Leon. Then half signior Benedick's tongue in 


count John's mouth, and balt count John s melau- 
choly in signior Benedick's face — 
Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, 


and money enough in bis purse, such a man would 


win any woman iu the world, ——1t he could get 
her good will. 


Leon. By my troth, niece, thou wilt never get | 


thee a husband, if thou be'st so shrewd of thy 
tongue. 
Ine, In faith, she's too curst. 


Beat. Too curst is more than curst: I shall! 


lessen God's sending that way: for 1t is said, God 


sends a curst cow short horns; but to a cow 160 | 


eurst he sends none. 


Leon. So, by being too curst, God will send you 


no horns.” 
Beat. Just, if he send me no husband; for the 
which blessing, I am at him upon my knees evei; 


morning and evening: Lord! 1 could not enduss 


2 husband with a Wife on his face. I had rather 


| lie in woollen, 


Leon. You may light upon a husband that bath 


no heard, 


Beat. What should I do with him ? dress him 
in my apparel, and make him my walting-gentie- 
woman? He that hath a beard is more than a 
youth ; and he that hath no beard, is less thai z 
man: and he that is more than a youth, is not lot 

Ine; 


my 
my 

1 
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you 
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me; and he that is less than a man, I am not for 
him: Therefore I will even take six-pence in ear- 
nest of the bear-herd, and lead his apes into hell. 

Leon. Well, then, go you into hell. 

Beat. No; but 10 the gate, and there will the 
devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns on 
his head, and say, „Get you to heaven, Beatrice, 
get you to heaven; here's no place for you maids:“ 


so deliver I up my apes, and away to Saint Peter 


for the heavens; he shews me where the bache- 
lors sit, and there live we as merry as the day 1s 
long. 

Ant. W ell, niece, I trust you will be raPd by 
your father. [Po Hero. 


Beat. Yes, faith, it is my cous1n's duty to make: | 


a curtsy, and say,“ Father, as it please you:“ 


but yet for all that, cousin, let him be a N 


fellow, or else make atother curtsy, and sa). 


© Father, as it please me. 


Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day 
fitted with a en 

Beat. Not till God make men of some othe: 
metal than earth. Would it not grieve a woman. 
to be over-inastered with a piece of valiant dust? 
to make account of her life to a clod of waywar 
marle? No, uncle, I'll none: Adam's sons are 
my brothren; and truly I hold it a sin to match u. 
my kindred, 

Leon. Daughter, remember what I told you: 
il the prince do solieit you in that kind, you know 


your answer. 


Beat. The fault will be in the musick, cousin, 
if you Le not woc'd in good time ; if the prince be 
2 8 toe 
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too important, tell him, there is measure in every! 
thing, and so dance out the answer. For hear me, 
Hero, wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as a 
Scotch jig, a measure, and a einque-pace: the first 
suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and tul! 8 
as fantastical; the wedding, mannerly modest, as 
a mcasure full of state aud anclentry ; and then 
eomes repentance, aud, with his bad legs, falls into 
the cinque-pace faster aud faster, till he sink into 


his grave, * 


Leon. Cousin, you apprehend passing slrewidly, “ 
ood eye, uncle; 1 can see a 


Beat, I have a g 


church by day-light. 


Leon. The revellers are entering; brother, make 


good room. 


Enter Don PED RO, CLAUDIO, BEN EDTICR, BATI- 
THAZAR ; Don Jonx, Bonachio, Marcartr, 8 


URSULA, and others, mask'd. 


Pedro. Lady, will you walk about with your | 


friend; 


Hero. So you walk softly, and look sweetly, and 
Say nothing, I am yours for the walk; and espe- 


cially, when I walk away. 
Pedro. With me in your company ? 
Hero. I may say so, when I please. 
Pedro. And when please you to say so? 


Hero. When I like your favour ; for God defend, 


the lute should be like the case! 
Pedro, My visor 1s Philemon's root : Witiun 
the house is Jove. 


Hero. Why, then your visor should be thatch'd. 


Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love. 
Balth, 
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Balth. Well; I would you did like me. 

Marg. So would not J, for your own sake; for 
| have many ill qualities. 

Ba/th. Which is one? 

Marg. I say my prayers aloud, 

Balth. I love you the better; the hearers may 
cry amen, 

Marg. God match me with Q Oe dancer! 

Balth. Amen. 

Marg. And God keep him out of my sight when 
the dance 1s done !—Answer, clerk. 

Bulth. No more words; the clerk is answer'd. 


Urs, I know vou well enough; you are signior 


Antonio, 

Ant, At a word, I am not. 

Urs. I know you by the wagling of your head. 

Ant, To tell you true, I counterfeit him. 

Urs. You could never do him so 1ll-well, unless 
you were the very man; Here's his dry hand up 
and down; you are he, you are he. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 


Urs. Come, come; do you think I do not know 


you by your excellent wit? Can virtue hide itself; 
Go to, mum, you are he: graces will appear, 
aud there's an end. 
Beat. Will you not tell me who told you $0 ? 
Bene. No, you shall pardon me. 
Beat. Nor will you tell me who you are ? 
Bene, Not now. 
Beat. That I was disdainful and that I had 
my good wit out of the Hundred merry Tales; — 
Well, this was signior Benedick that said so. 
Bene, What's he? 
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Beat. Jam sure you know him well enough, 
Bene. Not I, believe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. I pray you, what is he? 

Beat. Why, he is the prince's jester ; a very dy]! 
fool ; only his gift is in devising 1mposslbleslanders 


mendation is not in his wit, but in his villainy; 


he 1s in the fleet; I would he had boarded me. 


what you say. 


4 


or two on me; which, peradventure, not mark'd, 
or not laugh'd at, strikes him into melancholy; 


and then there's a partridge wing sav'd, for the foul f 
will eat no supper that night. We must follow 
the leaders. LAIusic within, | 


Bene, In every good thing. 


them at the next turning. 


Manent Jonn, BoRACHIO, and CLAUDIO. 


remains. 
Bora. And that i is Claudio : I know him by his 
bearing. 
John. Are you not siguior Benedick ? 
Claud. You know me well; I am be. 
John. Signior, you are very near my brother 1 in 
his 


none but libertines delight in him; and the com- ; 


for he both pleaseth men, and angers them, and 
then they laugh at him, and beat him: I am sure 


Bene. When ! know the gentleman, yy tell him 1 


Beat. Do, do: hell but break a comparizon | 


Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I will leave | 


John. Sure my brother is amorous on Hero, | 
and hath withdrawn her father to break with him 
about it: The ladies tollow her, and but one visor 
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his love: he is enamour'd on Hero; I pray you, 
dissuade him from her, she is no equal for his 
birth: you may do the part of an honest man 11 it. 

Claud. How know you he loves her ? 

John. I heard him swear his affection, 

Borg. So did 1 too; and he swore he would 
marry her to-night, 

John. Come, let us to the banquet. 

| | [Exeunt Joh x and BOR a, 

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 
But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio.— 
is certain so: — The prince wooes for himself. 
Friendship is coustant in all other things, 
Save in the office and affairs of love: 
Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues: 
Let ev'ry eye negotiate for itself, 
And trust no agent: for beauty is a witch, 
Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. 
This is an aceident of hourly proof, 
Which 1 mistrusted not: Farewell, therefore, Hero. 


* 


Re- enter BENEDICK. 
Bene. Count Claudio! 
Cb uud. Yea, the same. 
Bene. Come, will you go with me? 
Claud. Whither ? 


Bene, Even to the next willow, about your own 


business, count. What fashion will you wear the 
garland of? About your neck, like an usurer's 


chain? or under your arm, like a lieutenant's 
scarf? You must wear it one way, ſor the prince 


hath got your Hero. 
Claud, I wish him joy of her. | 


Sep Bene, 
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Bene, Why, that's spoken like an honest drover : 


so they sell bullocks, But did you think the prince 9 


wouid have served you thus? 

Claud, 1 pray you leave me. 

Bene. Ho! now you strike like the blind man; 
"twas the boy that stole your meat, and you'll beat 
the post. | 

Claud. If it will not be, I'll leave you. [E 15 


Bene. Alas, poor hurt fowl! Now will he creep ; 


into sedges. — But, that my lady Beatrice should 
know me, and not know me! The prince's fool! 


Ha! it may be, I go under that title, because! am am I 


merry. — Vea; but so; I am apt to do myself 


wrong: I am not so reputed: it is the base, 
though bitter disposition of Beatrice, that puts the 


world into her person, and so gives me out. Well, 
In be reveng'd as I may. 


Re-enter Don Prpno. 


Pedro. Now, signior, where's the Count ? Did 
you see him? 


Bene. Troth, my lord, 1 have play'd the part of | 


lady Fame. 1 tound him here as melancholy as 


a lodge in a warren; I told him, and, I think, I I 
told him true, that your grace had got the good- 
will of this young lady; and I offered him my 
company to a willow tree, either to make him a 


garland, as being forsaken, or to bind him up @ 
rod, as being worthy to be whipt. 
Pedro. To be whipt ! What's his fault ? 


Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy; 


who, being overjoy'd with finding a bird's nest, 
$hews it his companion, and he steals it. 
Pedro, 


10. 
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Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a transgress1on ? 
The transgression is in the stealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss, the rod had 
heen made, and the garland too: for the garland 
he might have worn himself, and the rod he might 
have bestow'd on you, who, as I take it, have 
stolen his bird's nest. 

Pedro. I will but teach them to Sing, and restore 
them to the owner, 

Bene, If their singing answer your saying, by 
my faith, you say honestly. _ 

Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel to you; 
the gentleman that danc'd with her, told her, she 
is much wrong d by you. 

Bene. O, she misus'd me past the endur ance of 
a block; an oak, but with one green leaf on it, 
would have answer'd her; my very visor began 
to assume life, and scold with her: She told me, 
not thinking I had been myself, that I was the 
prince's jester; and that I was duller than a great 
thaw ; huddling jest upon jest, with such impos— 
sible conveyance, upon me, that I stood like a 
man at a mark, with a whole army shooting at 

e: She speaks poniards, and every word stabs; 
if her breath were as terrible as her terminations, 
there were no living near her; she would infect 
to the north star, 1 would not marry her, though 
She were endowed with all that Adam had left him 
before he transgress'd: she would have made 
Hercules have turn'd spit; yea, and have cleft his 


club to make the fire too. Come, talk not of her; 


you shall find her the infernal Ate in good apparel, 
1 would to God, some scholar would conjure her; 
for, 
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Euter CLAUDIo, BEATRICE, LRONATo, and a, | 


Pedro. Look, here she comes. 


Bene, Will your grace command me any service | 
to the world's end? I will go on the lightest er- 
rand now to the Antipodes, that you can devise to | 


send me on; I will fetch you a tooth-picker now 


from the farthest inch of Asia; bring you the 


fetch you a hair off | 
the great Cham's beard; do you any embassage to | 


length of Prester John's foot ; 


the Pigmies, rather than hold three words with 
this barpy : You have no employ ment for me ? 


Fedro. None, but to desire your good company. 
Bene. O God, sir, here's a dish love not; I 


cannot endure my lady Tongue. 

Pedro. Come, lady, come; you have lost the 
heart of signior Benedick. _ 

Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me ks le; 
and ] gave bim use for it, a double heart for a 
single one: marry, once before he won it of me 
with false dice, therefore, your grace may well 
say, I have lost it. 

Pedro. You have put him Gown, lady, you have 
put him down. 

Beat. So I would not he should do me, my 
Jord, lest I should prove the mother of fools. | 
have brought count Claudio, whom you sent me 
to seek. 


Pedro. 


Act II. 
for, certainly, while she is here, a man may live | 
as quiet in hell, as in a Sanctuary ; and people sin 
upon purpose, becuuse they would go thither: so, 


indeed, all disquiet, horror, 2 and perturbation follow | 
her. ; 
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Pedro. Why, how now, count?  wherefore are 
you sad? | 

Claud. Not sad, my lord. 

Pedro. How then ? Sick ? 

Claud. Neither, my lord, | 

Beat. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor 
merry, nor well: but civil, count; civil as an 
orange, and Something of that jealous complexion. 

Pedro. I'faith, lady, I think your blazon to be 
tue; though I'll be sworn, if he be so, his con- 
ceit is false. Here, Claudio, I have wooed in thy 
name, and fair Hero is won; I have broke with 
her father, and his good-will obtained: name the 
day of marriage, and God give thee joy! 

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with 
ner my fortunes: his grace hath made che match, 
and all grace say amen to 1t! | 

Beat. Speak, count, 'tis your cue. 

Claud. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy : 
| were but little happy, if I could say how much, 
Lady, as you are mine, I am yours: I give away 


myself for you, and doat upon the exchange. 
Beat. Speak, cousin; or, if you cannot, stop his 


mouth with a kiss, and let him not speak neither. 

Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry heart. 

Beat. Yea, my lord; I thank it, poor fool, it 
keeps on the windy side of care ;—\My cousin tells 
him in his ear, that he is in her heart. 

Claud. And $0 she doth, cousin, 

Beat. Good lord, for alliance Thus goes every 
one to the world but I, and I am sun-burn'd; I 
may sit in a corner, and cry heigh ho! for a hus- 
band. 

Pedro. 
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Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 


Beat, I would rather have one of your father's | 
getting; Hath your grace ne'er a brother like you? 
Your father got excellent husbands, if a maid could 


come by them. 
Pedro. Will you have me, lady? 


Beat. No, my lord, unless 1 might have another 
for working days; your grace is too costly to wear | 
every day :—But, I beseech your grace, pardon | 
me; I was born to speak all mirth, and no matter, | 

Pedro. Your sjlence most offends me, and to he | 
merry best becomes you; for, out of question, You 


were born in a merry hour, 


Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother ery'd; but | 
then there was a star danc'd, and under that 1 was 


born.—Cousms, God give you joy. 

Leon, Niece, will you look to those things I 
told you of? 

| Beat, I cry you mercy, uncle.—By your grace's 
pardon. [ Exit Beatrice, 

Pedro, By my troth, a pleasant-spirited lady. 

Leon. 'There's little of the melancholy element 
in her, my lord: she is never sad, but when she 
sleeps: and not ever sad then; for 1 have heard 
my daughter say, she hath often dream'd of un- 
happiness, and wak'd herself with laughing. 
Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a hus- 
band. | 

Leon. O, by no means; she mocks all her 
wooers out of suit. 

Pedro. She were an excellent wife for Benedick. 

Leon. O Lord, my lord, if they were but à week 
marry'd, they would talk themselves mad, 


Pedro. 
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Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go 
do church? | 

Claud. To-morrow, my lord: Time goes on 
crutches, till love have all his rites, 

Leon, Not till Monday, my dear son, which is 
hence a just seven-night; and a time too brief 
too, to have all things answer my mind, 


Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long a 


breathing; but, I warrant thee, Claudio, the time 
shall not go dully by us: I will, in the interim, 
undertake one of Hercules' labours; which is, to 
bring signior Benedick, and the lady Beatrice, 
into a mountain of affection, the one with the 
other, I would fain have it a match; and I doubt 
not to fashion it, if you three will but minister 
such assistance as I shall give you direction, 


Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost 


me ten nights, watchings. 

Claud. And I, my lord. 

Pedro. And you too, gentle Hero ? 

Hero, I will do any modest office, my lord, to 
help my cousin to a good husband. 


Pedro. And Benedick is not the unhopefullest 


husband that I know: thus far I can praise him; 
he is of a noble strain, of approv'd valour, and 
confirm'd honesty. I will teach you how to hu- 


mour your cousin, that she shall fall in love with 


Benedick : —and I, with your two helps, will so 
practise op Benedick, that, in despight of his 
quick wit, and queasy stomach, he shall fall in 
love with Beatrice. If we can do this, Cupid is no 
longer an archer; his glory shall be ours, for we 
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are the only love-gods. Go in with me, and I 


will tell you my drift, [Exeunt,| 


SCENE II. 


Another apartment in LEONAT0's house, Inter 


Don Joun, and BoACHIO. 


John. It is so; the count Claudio shall ma ry 


the daughter of Leonato. 
Bora. Yes, my lord; but I can eross it. 
John. Any bar, any eross, any impediment, 


will be medicinal to me: 1 am sick in displeasure 
to him; and whatsoever comes athwart his affec- 
tion, ranges ev renly with mine. low canst thou 


cross this marriage ? 


Bora. Not honestly, my lord; but so l 


that no dishonesty shall appear in me. 

John. Shew me briefly how? 
Bord. 1 think, I told your lordship, a year since, 
bow much J am in the favour of Margaret, the 
wa ting gentlewoman to Hero, 

John. | remeinber. 


Pora. Je en, at any unseasonable instant of the! 


night, appoint her to look out at her lady's chuu— 
ber window. 

John. What life is in that, to be the death of 
this marriage? 

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to teinper. 
Go you tv the prince your brother ; spare not 1 
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tell him, that he hath wrong'd his honour in mar- 
rying the renown'd Claudio (whose estimation do 
you mightily hold up) to a contaminated stale, 
such a one as Hero, 

John. What proof shall I make of that ? 

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato : Look 
you for any other issue? 

John. Only to despite os I will endeavour 
any thing. 

Bora. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw 
Don Pedro, and the count Claudio, alone: tell 
them that you know Hero loves me; intend a 
kind of zeal both to the prince and Claudio, as— 
in & love of your brother's honour who hath made 
this match ; and his friend's reputation, who is 
thus like to be cozen'd with the semblance of a 
maid—that you have discover'd thus, They will 
scarcely believe this without trial: offer them in- 
Stances; which shall bear no less hkelihood, than 
to see me at her chamber window; hear me call 
Margaret, Hero; hear Margaret term me Claudio; 
and bring them to see this, the very night before 
the intended wedding : for, in the mean time, I 


will so fashion the matter, that Hero shall be ab- 


sent; and there shall appear such seeming truth 
of Hero's disloyalty, that jealousy shall be call'd 
assurance, and all the preparation overthrown, 

John. Grow this to what adverse issue it can, 
[ will put it in practice: Be cunning in the work» 
ing this, and thy fee is a thousand ducats. 

Bora. Be thou constant in the accugation, and 
my cunning shall not shame me. 
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John. 1 will presently g0 learn their day of mar- | 
. [ Exeunt, | 


SCENE 117, 


LroxXaTo's orchard, Enter BENEDICK, and d Boy, 


Bene, Boy—— 
Boy. Signior, 
Bene. In my chamber-window lies a book; 
bring it hither to me in the orchard. 
| Boy. I am here already, sir. | 
Bene, I know that ;—but I would have thee | 
; hence and here again. [| Exit Boy.] 1 do much 
wonder, that one man, Seeing how much another | 
man is a fool when he dedicates his behaviours to 
love, will, after he hath laughd at such $shallow MY ( 
follies in others, become the argument of his own Y 
scorn, by falling in love: And such a man is I As 
Claudio, I have known, when there was no mu- Y | 
sie with him but the drum and tbe fife ; and now 
had he rather hear the tabor and the pipe: 1 have ( 
known, when he would have walk'd ten miles Y We 


atoot, to see a good armour ; and now will he lye 1 
ten nights awake, carving the fashion of a new aga 
doublet. He was wont to speak plain, and to the ; 
purpose, like an honest man, and a soldier; and To 
now 1s he turn'd orthographer; his words are a 1 


very fantastical banquet, just so many strange I To 
dishes. May I be so converted, and see with these Ip 
oy” I cannot tell; 1 think not: I will not be ] 


SWOrn, 
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sworn, but love may transform me to an oyster; 
but FH take my oath on it, till he have made an 
oyster of me, he shall never make me such a fool. 
One woman is fair; yet I am well: another is 
wise; yet I am well: another virtuous; yet 1 am 
well: but till all graces be in one woman, one 
woman shall not come in my grace. Rich she 
shall be, that's certain; wise, or I'll none; virtuous, 
or FII never cheapen ber; ; fair, or I'll never look 
on her; mild, or come not near me; noble, or not 
I for an angel; of good discourse, an excellent 
musician, and her hair shall be of what colour it 
please God. Ha! the prince and monsieur Love! 
I will hide me in the arbour. IM ithidraus. 
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Enter Don PEDRO, LRO NATO, CLauDIo, and 
BALTHAZAR. 


Pedr 0. Come, shall we hear this music? 
Claud. Yea, my good lord :—how still the even- 
is, | * 
As hush'd N. purpose to grace harmony! 
Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid hime 2 
Self? 1 
Claud. O very well, my lord: the music ended, : 
Well fit the kid-fox with a penny-worth, _ * 
Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we'll hear that song TEE 
again. lb} 
Balth. O good, my lord, tax not so bad a voice ; 
To slander music any more than once. 
Pedro. It is the witness still of excellency, 
To put a strange face on his own perfection: 
] pray thee sing, and let me woo no more. 
Balth, Because ROY. talk of wooing, I will sing: 
Since 
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Since many a wooer doth commence his suit F 
To her he thinks not worthy; yet he wooes F 
Yet will he swear, he loves. 1 
Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come: eno 
Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument, F 
Do it in notes. | hav 
Balth. Note this before my notes, and 
There's not a note of mine, that's worth the MI h 
noting. whe 

Pedro. Why these are very crotchets that he MW # 
Speaks ; zar 

Note, notes, forsooth, and noting! | for 


Bene. Now, Divine arr! now is his soul ra- Her 
vish'd !—lIs it not strange, that sbeep's guts should 1 
hale souls out of men's bodies ?— Well, a horn for 


my money, when all's done. 1 
| | nat 
SONG. bp 

| | ned 

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more, 0 
Men were deceivers ever; = 
One foot in sea, and one on shore lads 
| To one thing constant never: 1 
Phen sigh not go, tha 

But let them go, che 
And be you blithe and bonny s abh 
Converting all your sounds of woe F14 
Into, Hey nonny, nonny. 2M pan 
Sing no more ditties, sing no mo 1 
Of dumps so dull and heavy 5 4 
The frauds of men were ever so, PE) 
Since Summer first was leavy. = 


Then sigh not so, XC. | 
Pedro. 
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Pedro. By my troth, a good song. 

Balth. And an ill singer, my lord. 

Pedro. Ha! no; no, faith; thou sing'st wa 
enough for a shift. 

Bene. [ Aside.] An he had boon a dog, that should 
have howl'd thus, they would have hang d him: 


and, I pray God, his bad voice bode no mischief! 


| had as lief bave heard the night-raven, come 
what plague could have come after it, 

Pedro. Yea, marry ;—Dost thou hear Bultha- 
zar? I pray thee, get us some excellent music; 
for to-morrow night we would have it at the lady 
Hero's chamber-window. 

Balth. The best I can, my lord. 

| | [ Exit BALTHAZ An, 

Pedro. Do $0: farewell. Come hither, Lev- 
nato; What was it you told me of to— day, that 
your niece Beatrice was in love with <i znior Be- 


| nedick ? 


Claud. O, ay —Stalk on, stalk on, the ſow! 


sits. [Aside to Pedro.] 1 did never think that 
lady would have loved any man, 


Leon. No, nor I neither; but most wonderful, 
that she should so dote on signior Benedick, whom 
she hath in all outward behav ours S2e1n'd ever to 
 abhor, 


Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what 
to think of it, but that she loves him with an ens 
raged aftection ;—1t is past the infinite of thought, 

Pedro. ! May be, she doth but counterielt, 


Claud, Faith, EI enongh, 
1 3 | Leon. 


* 


Bene. Is't possible? Sits the wind in that 
corner ? : Aside. 
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Leon. O God! counterfeit! There never was 
counterfeit of passion came so near the life of 


passion, as she discovers it. 


She? 
Claud. Bait the hook well: this fish will bite, 


[Aside. ; 
Leon. What effects, my lord! She will sit you 


You heard my daughter tell you how. 
Claud. She did, indeed. 


3 How, how, I pray you? You amaze | 
: I would have thought her spirit had been 


Wedel against all assaults of affection. 


Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord; espe- | 


_ cially against Benedick, 


Bens. [ Aside.] I should think this a gull, but | 
that the white-bearded fellow speaks it: knavery } 


cannot, sure, hide himself in such reverence. 
Claud. He hath ta'en the infection; hold it up. 


S 7 * 


Pedro. Why, what effects of passion Shews | 


* 48d: . 


Pedro. Hath she made her affection known to 
Benedick ? 


Leon, No: and swears she never will: that's 


her torment. 

Claud, ”I'is true, indeed; so your daughter says: 
e Shall I,” says she, that bave so oft encoun- 
ter'd him with scorn, write to him that T love 
him?“ 

Leon. This says the now, when she is begin- 
ning to write to him: for she'l] be up twenty times 

a night; and there she will sit in her smock, 'til! 
tha have writ a sheet of paper: —my daughter 
tells us all. 


Claud. 


ths 
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Claud. Now you talk of a sheet of paper, I re- 
member a pretty jest your daughter told us of. 

Leon. Oh—When she had writ it, and was 
reading 1t over, she found Benedick and Beatrice 
between the sheet! 

Claud. That 

Leon. O, she tore the letter into a thousand 
halfpence ; rail'd at herself, that she should be so 
immodest to write to one that she knew would flout 
her: I measure him,“ says she, © by my own 
spirit; for, 1 should flout him, if he writ to me; 
yea, though I love him, I should.” 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, 
weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, 
CUrSeS jm= — “ O sweet Benedick! God give me pa- 
tience.” 

Leon. She doth indeed, my PO A says so: 
and the ecstacy hath so mueh overborne her, that 
my daughter is sometimes afraid she will do des— 
perate outrage to herself; it is very true. 

Pedro. It were good, that Benedick knew of it 
by some other, it she will not discover it. 


Claud. To what end? He would but make a 


sport of it, and torment the poor lady worse. 
Pedro. An he should, it were an alms to hang 
him: She's an excellent sweet lady; and, out ot 
all suspicion, she is virtuous. 
Claud. And she is exceeding wise. 
Pedro. Tn every thing, but in loving Benedick. 
Leon. O, my lord, wisdom and blood combating 
in so tender a body, we have ten proofs to one, 


that blood hath the victory, I am sorry for her, 
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as 1 have just cause, being her uncle and her jour 
guardian. bim 
Pedro. I would, she had bestowed this dotage C 
on me; I would have daff'd all other respects, and I out 
made her half myself: I pray you tell Benedick 1 I 
of it, and hear what he will say. hear 


Leon. Were it good, think you ? 1 
Claud. Nero thinks surely, she will die: for she dau: 
says, she will die if he love her not: and she will vel! 
die ere she make her love known; and she will die min 
if he woo her, rather than she will bate one breath AF hav 
of her accustom'd crossness. 11 
Pedro. She doth well: if she should make tender 1 C 
of her love, tis very possible he'll scorn it; for the AF nev' 


man, as you know all, hath a contemptible spirit. 11 
Claud. He is a very proper man. her 
Pedro. He hath, indeed, a good outward happi- IJ wo! 
ness. | aun 
Claud. Fore God, and in my mind, very wise. ma 
Pedro. He doth, indeed, shew some sparks that wil 
are like wit. | cal 


Leon. And I take him to be valiant. | 
Pedro. As Hector, 1 assure you: and in the 


managing of quarrels you may say he is wise; for Y _ 
either he avoids them with great discretion, or IF sad 
undertakes them with a christian-like fear. Js He 


Leon. If he do fear God, he must necessarily J aft 
keep peace; if he break the peace, he ought to | mu 
enter into a quarrel with fear and trembling. sa) 

Pedro. Aud so will he do; for the man doth J los 
fear God, howsoever it seems not in him, by some I rat 
large jests he will make, Well, I am sorry for J ne 
| your 
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jour niece: Shall we go Seek Benedick, and tell 
him of her love? | 

Claud. Never tell him, my lord; 
out with good counsel. 

Leon. Nay, that's impossible; she may wear her 
heart out first. 

Pedro. Well, we will hear further of it by your 
1 ; let it cool the while. I love Benedick 
well; and I could wish he would modestly exa- 
mine himself, to see how much he is e ro 
have so good a lady. 


let her wear it 


Leon. My lord, will you walk ? dinner is ready. 


Claud. If he do not dote on her upon this, I will 
never trust my expectation. LAside. 

Pedro. Let there be the same net spread for 
her, aud that must your daughter and her gentle- 
woman carry. The sport will be, when they hold 
an opinion of one another's dotage, and no such 
matter ; that's the scene that 1 would see, which 
will be merely a dumb show. Let us send her to 
call him to dinner. [Aside.] [ Exeunt, 


BENEDICK advances from the arbour. 


Bene. This can be no trick : The conference was 


sadly borue. They have the truth of this from 
Hero. They seem to pity the lady; it seems, her 
aftections have the full bent. Love me! why, it 
must be requited. I hear how I am censur'd : they 


say, 1 will bear myself proudly, if TI perceive the 


love come from her; they say too, that she will 


rather die than give any sign of affection.—I did. 


never think to marry ;—I must not seem proud: 
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— —— happy are they that hear their detractions, 
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and can put them to mending. They say, the lady 
is fair; "tis a truth, 1 can bear them witness : and 
virtuous ;—'tis 80, I cannot reprove it: and wise 
but for loving me :—By my troth it is no addition 
to her wit nor no great argument of her folly, 
for I will be horribly in love with her.—I may 
chance have some odd quirks and remnants of wit 
broken on me, because 1 have rail'd so long against 
marriage : But doth not the appetite alter? A 
man loves the meat in his youth, that he cannot 
endure in his age :—Shall quips, and sentences, 
and these paper bullets of the brain, awe a man 
from the career of his humour? No, the world 
must be peopled. When I said, I would die a 
bachelor, I did not think I should live till I were 
marry'd.—Here comes Beatrice: By this day, she's 
a fair lady: I do spy some marks ot love in her. 


nter BEATRICE. 


Beat. Against my will, I am sent to bid you 
come 1n to dinner, 

Bene, Fair Beatrice, I thank you for your pains, 

Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks, 
than you take pains to thank me; if it had been 
painful, I would not have come. 

Bene, You take pleasure then in the message ? 

Beat. Yea, just as much as you may take upon 
a knife's point, and choak a daw withal :— You 
have no stomach, signior; fare you well. 
* you come in to dinner”— there's a double mean- 
ing in that. 

| „thanks, 


* I took no more pains for those 
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[ Exit. 
Bene. Ha! “ Against my will I am sent to bid! 
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«thanks, than you take pains to thank me;”— 
that's as much as to say, Any pains that I take 
for you 18 as easy as thanks ;—lf I do not take 
pity of her, I am a villain; it I do not love her, 
lam a Jew : I will go get her picture. Exit. 
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aa IA. SCENE J. 


Continues m the orchard. Enter HERO, MARGa- 
RET, and URSULA. 


Hero. 
Goop Margaret, run thee into the parlour ; 


There shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 
Proposing with the prince and Claudio: 
Whisper her ear, and tell her, I and Ursula 
Walk in the e and our whole discourse 
Is all of her; say, that thou overheard'st us; 
and bid her steal into the pleached bower, 
Where honey-suekles, ripen'd by the sun, 
Forbid the sun to enter ;—like favourites, 
Made proud by princes, that advance their pride 
Against that power that bred it: — there will se 
hide ber, 
To listen our purpose: This is thy office, 
Bear thee well in it, and leave us alone. 
Marg. Vil make her come, I warrant you, pre- 
sently. | Exit. 
Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come, 
As we do trace this alley up and down, 
Our talk must only be of Benedick : 
| When 
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING, 


When I do name him, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man did merit: 
My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 


In sick in love with Beatrice: 


Of this matter 


Is little Cupid's crafty arrow made, 


That only wounds by hear-say. Now begin, 


Enter BEATRICE, behind. 


For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs 
Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 
Urs. The pleasant'st angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream, 
And preedily devour the treacherous bait : 
So angle we for Beatrice; who even now 
Is couched in the woodbine coverture : 

Fear you not my part of the diaJogue. 
Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose 


nothing 


Act III. 


Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it 


lord. 


DIe advance to the bouer, 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 
I know, her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock. 
Urs. But are you sure, 
That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? 
Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothe! 
Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it 
| madam ? 

Hero. They did entreat me to acquaint ber of it: 
But I persuaded them, if they lov'd Benedick, 
To wish him wrestle with affection, 

And never to let Beatrice know of it. 


Urs 


1 


Sh 


thed 
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Urs. Why did you so? Doth not the gentleman 
Deserve as full, as fortunate a bed, 
As ever Beatrice Shall couch upon? 
Hero. O God of love! I know, he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man: 
But nature never fram'd a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice; 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 
Misprising what they look on; and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seeins "weak : : she canuot love, 
Nor take no Shape nor project of affection, 
She is so self-endeared. 
Urs. Sure, I think so; 
And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 
Hero. Why, you speak truth: I never yet saw 
man, 


How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featur'd, 


But she would spell bim backward : if fair- tac'd, 


Shed swear, the gentleman should be her sister; 


It black, why, nature, drawing of an antick, 


| Made a foul blot: if tall, a lance ill-headed; 
If low, an aglet very vilely cut: | 


Ii speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds ; 


If Silent, why, a-block moved with none. 


do turns she every man the wrong side out; 
And never gives to truth and virtue, that 


Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. 


Urs. Sure, sure, such carping 1s not commend- 


able, 

Hero. No; not to be 80 odd, and from all 
ſashions, | | 
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As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable: 
But who dare tell her so? If I should speak, 
She'd mock me into air; O, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire, 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly : 
It were a better death than die with mocks : 
Which 1s as bad as die with tickling. 
rs. Yet tell her of it; hear what she will Say. 
Hero. No; rather I "wilt a go to Benediek, 
And counsel him to fight against his passion: 
And, truly, I'll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with; one doth not know, 
How much au ill word may empoison liking, 
Urs, O, do not do your cousin such a wrong. 
She cannot be so much without true judgment, 
(Having so swift and excellent a wit, 
As she is priz'd to hay e) as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as signior Benedick, 
Hero. Ile is the only man of Italy, 
Always excepted my dear Claudio. 
Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam, 
Speaking my faney; Slpmor Benedick, 
For shape, for bearing, argument and vatour, 
Goes foremost in report through Italy. 
Hero, Indeed, he bath an excellent good name. 


Urs. His excellence did earn it, ere he hud | 


T{ | 
When are you marry'd, madam ? 


Hero. \ Why, every day ;—t0-rmorrow : Come, | 


go in, 
I'll shew thee some attires : and have thy counsel, 
Which 1s the best to furnish we to-morrow. 


Urs. 
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Urs. She's lim'd, I warrant you: we have 

caught ber, madam. | 

Hero. If it proves so, then loving goes * haps: 
Some Cupid kills with arrows, some with traps, 

[ Exeunt, 


BrATRICE advancing. 


Beat. What fire is in mine ears? Can this be 
true ? | 
Stand I condemn'd for pride and scorn $0 
much; 
Contempt, farewell! and maiden pride, adieu! 
No glory lives behind the back of such. 
And, Benedick, love on, I will requite thee; 
Taming my wild heart to thy loving hand; 
If thou dost love, my kindness shall incite thee 
To bind our loves up in a holy band: 
For others say, thou dost deserve ; and I 
Believe it better than reportingly. [Ext, 
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SCENE II. 


— 


LEONATo0's house, Euter Don PER DRO, CLAUtDIo, 
BENE DICK, and LEON ATO. 


Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage be con- 
summate, and then I go toward Arragon. 

Claud. I'll bring you thither, my re, if you'll 
vouchsafe me. 

Pedro. Navy, that would be as great a soil in the 


new gloss of your marriage, as to shew a child his 
new coat, and forbid him to wear it. I will only 
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be bold with Benedick for his company; ſor, from 
the crown of his head to the sole of his foot, he 
is all mirth; he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid's 
 bowstring, and the little hangman dare not shoot 
at him: he hath a heart as sound as a bell, and 
his tongue is the clapper; for what his heart 
thinks, his tongue speaks. 

Bene. Gallants, I am not as I have been, 

Leon. So say I; methinks, you are sadder, 

Claud. 1 hope, he be 1n love. 

Pedro. Hang him, truant ; there's no true drop 
of blood in him, to be truly touch'd with love : if 
he be sad, he wants money. 

Bene. [ have the tooth-ach. | 

Pedro. Draw 1t. | 

Bene. Hang it. 
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Claud. You must hang it first, and draw it 


afterwards. 

Pedro. What ? Sigh for the tooth-ach ? 

Leon. Where is but a humour, or a worm? 

Bene. Well, every one can master a grief, but 
he that has it. | 

Claud. Net say I, he is in love. 

Pedro. There is no appearance of fancy in him, 
unless it be a fancy that he hath to strange dis- 
_  guises; as to be a Dutchman to-day ; a French- 
man to-morrow ; or in the shape of two countries 
at once; as a German from the waist downward, 

all slops; and a Spaniard from the hip upward, 


no doublet :. Unless he have a fancy to this foolery, F 
as it appears he hath, he is no fool for Racy: as d 


you would have it to appear he 1s, 


Claud. If he be not in love with some woman, 


there 


rop 
11 


it 


but 


um, 
dis- 
ach- 
tries 
ard, 
ard, 
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here 
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there is no believing old signs: he brushes his hat 
o mornings: What should that bode ? 

Pedro. Hath any man seen him at the barber's ? 

Claud. No, but the barber's man hath been 
seen with him; and the old ornament of his cheek 
hath already stuff'd tennis: balls. 

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by 
the loss of a beard. 

Pedro. Nay, he rubs himself with eivet: Can 
you smell him out by that? 

Claud. That's as much as to say, The sweet 
youth's in love. | 

Pedro. The greatest note of it is, his melancholy. 

Claud. And when was he wont to wash his face? 

Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the w hich, 
near, what they say of him. 


Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit; which is 


now crept into a lute-string, and now govern by 
stops. 

Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale ſor him: 
Conclude, canta he 1s in love, 

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves him. 

Pedro. That would I know too; I warrant, one 
that knows him not. 

Cl/aud. Yes, and his ill conditions; and, in de- 


spight of all, dies for him. 


Pedro. She shall be buried with her face up+ 
wards. | 

Bene. Yet is this no charm for the tooth-ach. 

Old signior, walk aside with me; I have stu— 

died eight or nine wise words to speak to you, 
which these hobby- horses must not hear. 

LEreunt BENEDICS and LEON Aro. 

«Ss Pedro, 
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50 MUCH Apo ABOUT NOTHING. Act IT]. 


Pedro. For my life, to break with him about 
Beatrice, 
Claud. Tis even so: Hero and Margaret have 


by this time play'd their parts with Beatrice; and 


then the two bears will not bite one another, 
when they meet, 
Enter Don Jon. 


John. My lord and brother, God save you. 
Pedro. Good den, brother, 


John. If your leisure serv'd, J would speak with 


ou? 
Pedro. In private 


John. If it please you: —yet connt Claudio may 


hear; for what 1 would speak of, concerns him. 
Pedro. What's the matter ? 
Jon. Means your lordsbip to be marry'd to- 
arrow ? [10 CLAVDI0, 
Pedro. You know he does. 


John. I know not that, when he knows what I 


know, 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I Pray you, 
discover it, 

John. You may think, I love you not; let that 
appear herealter, and aim better at me by that ! 
now will manifest: For my brother, I think, he 
bolds you well; and in dearness of heart bath 
tolp to effect your ensuing marriage; ; Surely, suit 
ill-spent, and labour ill-bestow'd! 

Pedro. Why, what's the matter ? 

John. J came hither to tell you, and circum- 
stances shorten'd (for she hath been too long a 
talking * the lady is disloyal. 


Claud. 


th 


aud. 
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Claud. Who? Hero? 

John, Even she; Leonato's Hero, your Hero, 
every man's [lero, 

Claud. Disloyal? 

John. The word is too good to paint out her 
wickedness; 1 could say, she were worse; think 
you of a worse title, and I will fit her to it. Won- 
der not till further warrant : go but with me to- 
night, you Shall see her chamber-window entered; 
even the night before her wedding-day : if you 
love her then, to-morrow wed her; but it would 
better fit your honour to change your mind. 

Claud. May this be so? 

Pedro. 1 will not think it.— | 

John. If you dare not trust that you see, confess 
not that you know : If you will follow me, I will 
Shew you enough: and when you have seen more, 
and heard more, proceed accordingly. 

Claud. If 1 see any thing to-night why I should 
not marry her; to morrow, in the congregation, 
where I should wed her, there will 1 shame her. 

Pedro. And, as I wooed for thee to obtain her, 
I will join with thee to disgrace her. 

John, I will disparage her no farther, till you 
are my witnesses: bear it coldly but till mid. 
night, and let the issue shew 1tself. 

Pedro. O day untowardly turned! 

Claud. O mischief strangely thwarting ! 

John, O plague right well prevented ! 

So you will say, when you have seen the sequel. 
I[AExcunt. 
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52 - MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. Act III. 


SCENE 117. 


The s{rict, Enter DocGBERKBY, and VERGES, Wh 


the IFVatch. 


Dogb. Are you good men and true? 


Verg. Yea, or else it were pity but they should 


suffer salvation, body and soul. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punisbment too good 
for them, if they should have any allegiance in 
* * chosen ſor the prince's watch, 

Verg. W ell, give them their charge, neighbour 
5. 

Dogb. First, who think you the most desertless 
man to be constable ? 

1 Watch, Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Sea- 
coal; for they can write and read. 

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal: God 
hath bless'd you with a good name : to be a well 
favour'd man is the gift of fortune; but to write 
and read comes by nature. 

2 Watch. Both which, master constable—— 

Dogh. You have; I knew it would be your an- 
swer. Well, for your favour, sir, why, give God 
thanks, and make no boast of 1t; and for your 
Writing and reading, let that appear when there is 
no need of such vanity. You are thought here to 
be the most senseless and fit man for the constable 
of the watch ; therefore bear you the lantern : 
This 18 your charge; you shall comprehend all 


the prince's name. 
*: 2 Watch 


vagrom men; you are to bid any man stand, in 


get 
2 
1 
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Act III. 


2 Vuteh. How if he will not stand? 

Dog. Why then, take no note of him, but let 
him go; and presently call the rest of the watch 
together, and thank God you are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he will not stand when he 1s bidden, 
he is none of the prince's snbjects. 

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with none 
but the prince” s subjects: — Mou shall also make 
no noise in the streets; for, for the watch to bab 
ble and talk, is most tolerable and not to be en- 
dur'd. 

2 Watch. We will rather sleep than talk; we 
know what belongs to a watch. 

Dogb. Why, you speak like an ancient and 
most quiet watchman; for I cannot see how 
sleeping should offend : only, have a care that 
your bills be not stolen !— Well, you are to call at 
all the ale-houses, and bid them that are drunk 
15 them to bed, 

2 Watch. How if they will not ? 

Dogb. Why then, let them alone till has are 
if they make you not then the better an- 
swer, you may say, they are not the men 2 took 


them tor, 


2 Watch. Well, sir. 
Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may suspect 


him, by virtue of your office, to be no true man ; 


and, for such kind of men, the less you meddle or 


make with them, why the more is for your ho» 
nesty. 


2 IWatch. If we know him to be a thief, Shall 


we not Jays hands on him ? 
Toulys by your office you may; but I 


Dogb. 
think 
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51 
think, they that touch pitch will be defil'd: 


out of your company. 


Verg. You have always been call'd a merciful 


man, partner, 


Dogb. Truly, I would not h: ung a dog by my 


will; much more a man who hath any honest) 
in him. i 

Verg. If you hear a child cry in the night, you 
must call to the nurse, aud bid her still it. 

2 Watch. How, if the nurse be asleep, and will 
not hear us? 

Dogh. Why then, depart in Peace, and let the 
child wake her with crying : for the ewe that will 
not hear her lamb when 1t baes, will © never answer 
a calf when he bleats. 
> Verg. Tis very true. 

Dogb. This is the end of the charge. You, 
constable, are to present the prince's own person; 
if you meet the prince in the night, you may 
stay him. 

Verg, Nay, by'rlady, that, I think, he cannot. 

Dog b. Five shillings to ove on't, with any 
man that knows the Statutes, he may stay him: 


marry, not without the prince be willing ; for, 
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the | 
most peaceable way for you, if yon do take a thief, | 
is, to let him shew himself what he is, and «teal | 


indeed, the watch ought to offend no man; and] 


it 1s an offence to stay a man against his will, 
Verg. By'rlady, I think, it be 50. 
Dogb. Ha! ha! ba! Well, 


call up me: 
own, and good night, — Come, neighbour, 
e 2 Walch. 


| masters, good Pi 
night: au there be any matter of weight chances, n. 
keep your feilows* conusels and your 


1 
the 
nef, | 
teal 


1tu] 


my 
esty 


vou 
Will 
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will 
SWeETr 


You, 
son; 
may 


not. 


any 
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for, 
and 


good illains have need of poor ones, poor ones may = 


nces, 


your | 


atch, 
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2 Watch. Well, masters, we hear our charge: 
let us go sit here upon the church-bench till two, 
and then all to bed. 

Dogb. One word more, honest neighbours : I 

pray you, watch about signior Leonato's door; 

r the wedding being there to-morrow, there 1s 
a ray: coil to-night : Adieu, be vigilant, I beseech 
you. Ereuut Dochrnur aud VERGESs 


Enter BoRacnio, and CONRADE. 


Bora. What ! Conrade 
Watch. Peace, stir not. 
Bord. Conrade, 1 say! 
Conr, Here man, I am at thy elbow. 

Bora. Mass, and my elbow itch'd ; 1 thought 
there would a scab follow. 

Conr. I will owe thee an answer for that; and 
now forward with thy tale. 

Bora. Stand thee close then under this pent- 
house, lor it drizzles rain; and I will, like a true 
drunkard, utter all to thee. 

Watch. [ 4s:de, | Some treason, masters; yet 
stand close. 

Bora. Therefore know, I have earned of Don 
John a thousaud ducats. | 

Conr, Is it possible that any villany should be 
50 dear? 

Bora. Thou shouldst rather ask, if it were pos- 
dible any villany should be so rich: for when rich 


make what price they will. 

Cour. I wonder at it. 
| Bora, That shews, thou art unconfirm'd: Thou 
; knowest 


— 


| Avide, 
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knowest, that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, q 


or a cloak, 1s nothing to a man, 
Conr. Yes, it is apparel. 
Bora. I mean, the ſashion. 
Cour. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 


Bora. 'Tush! 1 may as well say, the fools the © 
fool. But sec'st thou not, what a deformed thief 


this fashion 1s? 


IWatch. | know that Deſormed; he has been a | 
vile thief these seven years; he goes up and down 1 


like a gentleman : I remember his name, 
Bora. Didst thou not hear somebody: 
_ Conr. No; 'twas the vane on the house. 


Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed | 
thiet this fashion is? how giddily he turns about 
all the hot bloods, between fourteen and five-and- 
thirty? sometime, fashioning them like Pharoal!'s | 
soldiers in the reechy painting; sometime, like 


god Bel's priests in the old church window; some— 
time, like the shaven Hercules in the 15 d 
worm- eaten taspetry, where his cod-piece see1us 
as massy as his club? _ 
Conr. All this I see; and see, that the fashion 
wears out more apparel than the man : But art 
not thou thyself giddy with the fashion too, that 
thou hast shifted out of thy tale into telling me ol 
the fashion? 


Bora. Not so neither: but know, that I have 


to-night wooed Margaret, the lady Hero's gentle- 
woman, by the name of Hero; she leans me ont 
at her mistress's chamber-window, bids me a thou- 
sand times good-night—1 tell this tale vilely :—l 
Should first tell thee, how the prince, Claudio, 
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and my master, planted and placed, and possessed 
by my master Don John, saw afar off in the orch- 
ard this amiable encounter, 

Conr. And thought they, Margaret was Hero ? 

Bora. Iwo of them did, the prince and Claudio; 
but the devil my master knew she was Margaret ; 
and partly by his oaths, which first possess d 
them, partly by the dark night, which did deceive 
them, but chiefly by my villany, which did con- 
firm any slander that Don John had made, 
away went Claudio enraged; swore he would 
meet her, as he was appolnted, next morning at 
the temple, and there, before the whole congrega— 
tion, Shame her with what he saw o'er night, and 
send her home again without a husband. 

1 Watch, We "charge you in the prince's name, 
stand. 

2 Watch. Call up the right master constable. 
We have here recovered the most d ingerous piece 
of lechery that ever was known in the common- 
wealth. | 

1 Watch. And oue Detormed is one of them; |! 
know him, he wears a lock. 

Cour. Masters, master 


2 Watch, You'll be made bring Deformed forth, 


| warrant you. 

Conr. Masters.— 

1 Patch. Never speak; we charge you, let us 
obey you to go with us. 

Borg. We are like to prove a goodly commodity, 
being taken up of theae inen's bills. 

Conr. A 001 ee in question, I warrant you. 


Come, we'd vbiy ven. Hreunt. 
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SCENE IV. 


An apartment in Leon aTto's house, Enter Inos 
MARGARET, and URSULA. 


Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, 
and desire her to rise. 

Urs. I will, lady. 

Hero. And bid her come hither. 

Urs. Well. [ Exit URSULA, | 

Marg. Troth, I think, your other rabato were 
better. 

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I'll wear this. 

Marg. By my troth, it's not 80 good ; and [ 

warrant, your cousin will say so. 

Hero. My cousin's a fool, and thou art ano- 
ther; III wear none but this. 

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, If 
the hair were a thought browner; and your 
gown's a most rare fashion, i'faich. 
duchess of Milan's gown, that they praise so. 

Hero. O, that exceeds, they say. 


Marg. By my troth, it's but a vight-gown i inf 
respect of yours: Cloth of gold, and cuts, and 


lac'd with silver, set with pearls, down sleeves, 
side sleeves, and skirts round, underborne with a 
blueish tinsel : 


excellent fashion, yours is worth ten on't, 
Hero God give me joy to wear it, for my heart 
is exceeding heavy! | 
Marg. Iwill be heavier soon, by the weight off 
a man, 
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Hero. Fie upon thee ! art not asham'd? 

Marg. Of what, lady ? of speaking honourably ? 
Is not marriage honourable in a beggar? Is not 
your lord honourable without marriage? I think 
you would have me say, saving your reverenee — 
a husband! An bad thinking do not rest true 
speaking, I'll offend no body: Is there any harm 
in“ the heavier for a husband?“ None, I 
think, an it be the right husband, and the right 
wife: otherwise, 'tis light, and not heavy: Ask 
my lady Beatrice else; here she comes. 


| Enter BEATRICE., 

Hero. Good-morrow, coz. 

Beat. Good-morrow, sweet Hero. 

Hero. Why, how now ! do you speak in the sick 
tune? | 

Beat. I am out of all other tune, methinks. 

Marg. Clap us into Light o' Love; that goes 
without a burden; do you sing it, and Ill dance it. 

Beat. Yea, Light o' Love, with your heels !— 
then if your husband have stables enough, you'll 
see he shall lack no barns. 

Marg. O illegitimate construction! ! I scorn 


that—with my heels. 


Beat. P'is almost five o'clock, cousin; 'tis time 
you were ready. By my troth, I am exceeding 


ill: — hey ho! 


Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband? 
Beat. For the letter that begins thein all, H. 


Marg. Well, an you be not turn'd Turk, there's 


ht of no more sailing by the star. 


Hero 


Beat. What meaus the fool, trow? 
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Marg. Nothing I; 


their heart's desire! 


Hero. These gloves the count sent me; they are | 


an excellent perſume. 
Beat. I am 5tutt'd cousin, I cannot smell. 


Marg. A maid, 


catebing of cold, 


Beat. O, God help me! God help me! hoy 


long have you profess'd apprehension? 

Marg. Ever since you left it: doth not my 
wit become me rarely ? 

Beat. It is not seen enough, you should wear it 
in your cap. By my troth, I am sick. 

Marg. Get you some of this distill'd Cardbus 
Benedictus, and lay it to your heart; it is the only 
thing for a qualm. 

Hero. There thou prick'st her with a thistle. 

Beat. Benedictus! why Benedictus? you have 
some moral in this Benedictus. 

Marg. Moral! no, by my troth, I have no 
moral meaning; I meant, plain holy thistle. You 
may think, perchance, that I think you are in 
love: 
what I list ; 


nor I list not to think what I can; 


nor, indeed, I cannot think, if I would think my 


heart out o'thinking, that you are in love, or that 
you will be in love, or that you can be in love: 


yet Benedick was such another, and now 1s he! 


become a man: he swore he would never marry ; 


and yet now, in despight of his heart, he eats his 


meat without grudging : 
converted, I know not: 
with your eyes as other women do. 


and how you may be 


Beet, 


Act III. | 


but God send every one | 


and stuff d! there's goodly } 


nay, by'rlady, I am not such a fool to think 


but, methinks, you look | 


Act 
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Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps? 
Marg. Not a false gallop. 


Re-enter URSULA. 

Urs. Madam, withdraw; the prince, the counts 
zignior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants 
ofthe town, are come to fetch you to church. 

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, 
good Ursula. [ Exeunt. 


& 


— : * 


SCENE V. 


Another apurtment in LeonaTo's house. Enter 
LeoNaro, with DOGBERRY, and VERGES. 


Leon. What would you have with me, honest 


neighbour? 


Dogb. Marry, sir, I would have some confidence 
with you, that discerns you nearly. | 
Leon. Brief, I pray you; for you see, tis a busy 


time with me. 


Dogb. Marry, this it is. sir. 
Verg. Yes, in trath it is, sir. 
e What is it, my good friends? 


Dogb. Goudman Verges, sir, speaks a little off 
the matter: an old man, sir, and his wits ate not 


so blunt, as. God help, 1 would desire they were; 


but, in faith, honest, as the skin between his 
s | brows, 


Ferg. Yes, I thank God, I am as honest as any 


man living, that is an old man, and no bonester 


than I, 
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Dogb. Comparisons are odorous : palabras, 


neighbour Verges. 
Toon, Neighbours, you are tedious. 


Dogb. It pfeases your worship to say so, but we 
are the poor duke's officers; but, truly, for mine 
own part, if I were as tedious as a king, I could 
find in my heart to bestow it all of your Wor- 


ship. 
Leon. All thy tedious on me! ha! 


Nogb. Vea, and *twere a thousand times more | 
than 'tis: for J hear as good exclamation on your | 
worship as of any man in the city ; and though I } 


be but a poor man, I am glad to hear it. 
Verg. And so am I. 
Leon, I would fain know what you have to say. 


Verg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, excepting | 
your warship” s presence, hath ta'en a couple of as 


arrant knaves as any in Messina. 

Dogb. A good old man, sir; he will be talking : 
as they say, When the age is in, the wit 1s out; 
God help us! it is a world to see! Well said, 
well, God's a good 


behind: An honest soul, 1'faith, sir; by my 
troth he is, as ever broke bread; but, God is to 
be worshipp'd; all men are not alike ; alas, 
good neighbour! 

Leon, Indeed, neighbour, he comes too bort of 
yOu |; 
Dogb. Gifts, that God gives. 

Leon. I must leave you. 

Dog“. One word, sir: our watch have, indeed, 
comprehended two aspicious persons, and we 
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would have them this morning examin'd before 
your worship. 

Leon. 'Fake their examination yourself, and 
bring it me; I am now in great haste, as may ap- 
pear unto you, 

Dogh. It shall be suffigance. 

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go; fare you 
well. 


.. Te TT AINT 


Enter a Messenger. | 

Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your 
e to her husband. 

Leon. I will wait upon them; I am ready. 

| [ Exit LEONATO, 

Dogb. Go, good partner, go; get you to Francis 
Seacoal, bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the 
Baal: ; we are now to examination these men, 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dogb. We will spare for no wit, I warrant you; 
here's that (touching his forehead ) shall drive 
some of chem to a non-com : only get the learned 
writer to set down our excommunication, and 
meet me at the jail. [ Excunt, 
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A church. Enter Don PEDRO, Don Jon, Lro- 
NATO, Friar, CLAUDI0, BENEDICK, HuRo, and 
BEATRICE, 


Leon. 


Cone, friar Francis, be brief; only to the DER 
orm 
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particular duties afterwards. 

Friar, You come hither, my we, to marry this 
lady ? 

Claud. No. 

Leon. To be marry'd to her, friar; you come 
to marry her. 

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be marry'd to 
this count? | 

Hero. I do. 

Friar. If either of you know any inward impe- 
diment why you should not be conjoined, I charge 
you, on your souls, to utter it, | 
Claud. Know you any, Hero:? 

Hero. None, my lord. 

Friar. Know you any, count? 

Leon. I dare make his answer, none. 

Claud. O what men dare do! what men may 

do! what 
Men daily do! not knowing what they do! 

| Bene, How now! Interjections? Why, then 
some be of laughing, as, ha! ha! he! 

Claud. Stand thee by, ſriar :—Father, by your 

leave; 
Will you with free and unconstrained ENT 
Give me this maid your daughter? 

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me. 

Claud. And what have I to give you back, 
| whose worth 
May counte: poise this rich and precious gift? 

Pedro. Nothing. unless you render her again. 
Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble thank- 
fulness, —— 


There, 


form of marriage, and you shall recount their 5 
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There, Leonato, take her back again; 

Give not this rotten orange to your friend: 

She's but the sign and semblance of her honour := 

Bechold, how hke a maid she blushes here: 

O, what authority and shew of truth 

(an cunning sin cover itself withal! 

Comes not that blood, as modest evidence, 

To witness simple virtue? would you not swear, 

All you that see her, that she were a maid, 

By these exterior shews ? But she is none: 

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed: 

Jer blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 
Leon. What do you mean, my lord? _ 
Claud. Not to be marry'd, not knit my soul 

To an approved wanton, 
Leon. Dear my lord, 

If you in your own proof, 

Have vanquished the resistance of her youth, 

And made defeat of her virginity.—— 
Claud. I know what you would say; if I have 

known her, 

You'll say, she did embrace me as a haben, 

And so extenuate the torehand sin; 

No, Leonato, 

I never tempted her with word too large; 

But, as a brother to his sister, shew'd 

Bashful sincerity and comely love. 
Hero. And seem'd I ever otherwise to you ? 
Claud. Out on thy seeming! I will write against it: 

You seem to me as Dian in her orb; a 

As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown; : 


But you are more intemperate in your blood 


Than V enus, or those pamper'd animals 


'That 
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That rage in savage sensuality. 
Hero. Is my lord well, that he doth speak $0 
wide? 
Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not you? 
Pedro. What should I speak ? 
FT stand dishonour'd, that have gone about 


To link my dear friend to a common stale. 


Leon. Are these og Spuken, or do I but | 


dream ? 
John, Sir, they are spoken, and these 2 are 
true. 
Bene. This looks not like a nuptial. 
Hero. True, O God! 
Claud. Leonato, stand I here? 
Is this the prince? Is this the prince's brother ? 
Is this face Hero's? Are our eyes our own? 
Leon. All this is so; But what of this, my 
lord ? 
Claud, Let me but move one duestion to your 
daughter; 
And. by that fatherly and kindly power 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly. 
Leon. J charge thee do so, as thou art my child. 
Hero, O God defend me! how am I beset !— 
What kind of catechising call you this! 
Claud, To make you answer truly to your name. 
Hero. Is it not Hero? Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach? _ 
Claud. Marry, that can Hero; - 
Hero itself can blot out Hero's virtue. 
What man was he talk'd with you yesternight 
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one? 
Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 


Hero. | 
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Hero, I talk'd with no man at that hour, my 
lord. 
Pedro. Why, then are you no maiden.—Leo» 
nato, 

| am sorry, you must hear; Upon mine honour, 
Myself, my brother, and this grieved count, 
Did see her, hear ber, at that hour last night, 
Talk with a ruffian at her chamber window; 
Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal villain, 
Confess'd the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in seeret. 

John. Fie, ſie! they are 
Not to be nam'd, my lord, not to be spoke of; 
There is not chastity enough in language, 
Without offence, to utter them: Thus, pretty lady, 
Jam sorry for thy much misgovernmeut. 

Claud. O Hero! what a Hero hadst thou been 
If half thy outward graces had been plac'd 
About the thoughts and counsels of thy heart! 
But, fare thee well, most foul, most fair! farewell, 
Thou pure impiety, aud 1mpious purity ! 
For thee 11] lock up all the gates of love, 
And on my eye-lids shall conjecture hang, 
To turn all beauty into thoughts of harm, 


| And never shall it more be gracious, 


Leon. Hath no man's dagger here a point for 


we? 
Beat. Why, how now, cousin? wherefore sink 
you down? | [Hero $woons, 


John. Come, let us go: these things, come 
thus to hight, 
Smother her spirits up, 
Exeunt Don PEDRo, Don Jonx, and 6 
Rene. 
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Bene, How doth the lady ? In 
Beat. Dead, I think — Help, uncle SH 
Hero! why, Hero uncle !—Signior Benedick — 14A 
friar! 11. 

Leon. O fate! take not away thy heavy hand! | 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame, | War 
That may be wish'd for. 1 


Beat. Tow now, cousin Hero? 
Friar, Have comfort, lady. 
Leon, Dost thou look up? 


I _ Friar. Yea; Wherefore should she not? I | 
N Leon. Wherefore ? W hy, doth not every earthly 
þ thing | 
: Cry shame upon her? Could she here deny W 
| The story that is printed in her blood? W. 
3 Do not live, Hero ; do not ope thine eves : WW 
For did I think, thon would'st not quickly die, * 
3 Thought ], thy spirits were stronger than thy 
e | Fo 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches, A1 
Strike at thy lite. Griev'd I, I had but one? B) 
Chid J for that at frugal nature's frame; A 
O, one too much by thee! Why had I one? St 
W hy ever wast thou lovely in my eyes? | In 
Why had I not, with charitable hand, A. 
Took up a beggar's issue at my gates; To 
Who smearched thus, and mir'd with infamy, [As 
I might have said, “ No part of it is mine, Tr 
This shame derives itself from unknown loins ? W 
But mine, and mine I lovd, and mine | prais'd, Th 
And nine that I was proud on; mine so much, | VI. 
That I myself was to myself not mine, Ik. 
Valuing of her; why, she — 0, she is fallen IU. 
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| By noting of the lady; I have mark'd 
A thousand blushing apparitions 


Against her maiden truth: — Call me a fool; 


It thts sweet lady he not guiltless here 
| Uacer some biting error.“ 
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Into a pit of ink ! that the wide sea 

Hath drops too few to wash her clean again; 

And salt too little, which may season give 

To her foul tainted flesh! 
Bene. Sir, sir, be patient: 

For my part, I am so attir'd in wonder, 

I know not what to say. 
Beat. O, on my soul, my cousin is bely'd ! 
Bene. Lady, were you her bedtellow last night? 
Beat, No, truly not; although, until last night. 

1 have this twelvemonth been her bedtellow. 
Leon. Confirm'd, confirm'd ! O, that is stronger 

made, 

Which was before barr'd up with ribs of iron! 

Would the two princes lie? and Claudio lie? 

Who lov'd her so, that, speaking of her foulness, 

Wash'd it with tears? tence from her; let her die! 
Friar. Hear me a little; 

For I have only been silent so long, 

And given way into this course of fortune, 


Start into her face: a thousand innocent shames 
In angel whiteness bear away those blushes ; 
Aud in her eye there hath appear'd a fire, 

To burn the errors that these princes hold 
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Jrust not my leading, nor my observation, 
Which with experimental Seal doth warrant 
Ihe tenor of my book; trust not my age, 
My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 


70 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING, Act IV. 


Leon. Friar, it cannot be: 
Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath left, 
Is, that ohis will not add to her damnation 
A sin of perjury ; she not denies it: 
Why seek'st thou then to cover with excuse 
That, which appears in proper nakedness ? 


none,; 

If I know more of any man alive, 
Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant, 
Let all my sins lack mercy !-—QO my father! 
Prove you that any man with me convers'd 
At hours unmeet, or that I yesternight 
Maintain'd the change of words with any creature— 
Refuse me, hate me, torture me to death, 

Friar. There is some strange misprision in the 

princes. 

Bene. Two of them have the very hr ; 
And it their wisdoms be misled in this, 
The practice of it lives in John the bastard, 
Whose spirits toil in frame of villanies. 

Leon. I know not; if they speak but truth of her, 
These hands shall tear her; if they wrong her 

| honour, 
The proudest of them shall well bear of it. 
Time hath not yet so dry'd this blood of mine, 
Nor age $0 eat vp my invention, 
Nor fortune made such havock of my means, 
Nor my bad life reſt me so much of friends, 
But they shall find, awak'd in such a kind, 
Both strength of limb, and policy of miud, 
Ability in meaus, and choice of friends, 


To 


Friar. Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of? 
{Hicro. They know, that do accuse me; I know 


To 
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To quit me of them throughly. 
Friar. Pause awhile, 
And let my counsel sway you in this case. 
Your daughter here the princes left for dead ; 
Let ber awhile be secretly kept in, 
And publish it, that she is dead indeed; 
Maintain a mourning ostentation; 
And on your family's old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain unto a burial, 
Leon. What shall become of this? What will 
this do ? 
Friar, Marry, this, well carry'd, shall on her 
behalf 
Change slander to remorse; that is some good: 


But not for that, dream I on this strange course, 


But on this travail look for greater birth, 
She dying, as it must be so maintain'd, 
Upon the instant that she was accus'd, 
Shall be lamented, pity'd, and excus'd, 
Ot every hearer: For it so falls out, 


That what we have we prize not to the worth, 


Whiles we enjoy it; but being lack'd and lost, 
Why, then we rack the value; then we find 
The virtue, that possession would not Shew us 


| Whiles it was ours. —8S0 will it fare with Claudio: 


When he shall hear she dy'd upon his words, 
The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 


Into his study of imagination; 

And every lovely organ of her life 

Shall come apparel'd in more precious habit, 
More moving, delicate, and full of life, 


Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 
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Than when she liv'd indeed: — then shall he mourn © 


(If ever love had interest in his liver), 

And wish he had not so accused her; 

No, though he thought his accusation true, 

Let this be so, and doubt not but success 

Will fashion the event in better shape 

Than | can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if all aim but this be levell'd false, 

The supposition of the lady's death 

Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 

And, if it sort not well, you may conceal her 

(As best befits her wounded reputation) 

In some reclusive and religious lite, 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise you : 

And though you know my inwardness and love 

Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 

Yet, by mine honour, 1 will deal in this 

As secretly, and justly, as your soul 

Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that I flow in grief, 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar. Tis well consented; presently away; 

For to strange sores strangely thay strain the 
cure 

Come, lady, die to live: this wedding day, 

Perhaps, is but prolong'd; have patience, and en- 
dure. [Exeunt, 


Manent BENEDICK and BEATRICE. 
Bene. Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this 
while ? 
Beat, Yea, and J hes weep a while longer. 
Bene. 
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Bene. I will not desire that. 

Beat. You have no reason, I do it freely. 

Bene. Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is 

wrong'd. 

Beut. Ay, how much might the man deserve 
of me, that would right her! 

Bene. Is there any way to shew such friendship? 

Beat. A very even Way, but no such friend, 

Bene. May a man do it? 

Beat. It is a man's office, but not yours. 


Bene. I do love nothing in the world $0 well as 


you : Is not that strange 7 

Beat. As strange as the thing I know not: It 
were as possible tor me to say, I loved nothing so 
well as you: but believe me not; and yet J he 
not; I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing :—l 
am sorry for my cousin. 
Bene. By my sword, Beatrice, thou lov'st me. 

Beat. Do not swear by it, and eau it. 

Bene. I will swear by it, that you love me; and 
i will make him eat it, that says, IL love not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word? 

Bene, With no sauce that can be devis'd to it: 


1 protest I love thee. 


Beat, Why then, God ſorgive me! 
Bene. What offence, sweet Beatrice? 


Beat. You have staid me in a happy hour; 1 


was about to protest I lov'd you. 
Bene. And do 1t with all thy heart. 


Beat. I love you with so much of my heart, 


that none is left to protest. 
Bene. Come, bid me do any thing for thee. 
oe: Kill Claudio. 


G 3 | Mo 


1 
» 
I 
5 
0 | 
* 
: 
FE 
*% 
6 
2 
* 
oh 


P 


3 


74 ' MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING, Act IF. 


Bene. Ha! not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to deny it: Farewell. 

Bene. Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 

Beat. Jam gone, though I am hors There 18 
no love in you ;—nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene. Beatrice 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. We'll be friends first. 

Beat. You dare easier be friends with me, than 
fight with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy? 

Beat. Is he not approv'd in the height a villain, 
that hath slander'd, scorn'd, dishonour'd my kins— 
woman ?—(), that I were a man! — What, bear 


her in hand until they come to take hands; and 
then with public accusation, uncover'd slander, 


unmitigated rancour,—O God, that I were a man! 
I would eat his heart in the market-place. 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice. 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window —a 
proper saying! 

Bene. Nay, but Beatrice — 

Beat. Sweet Hero !— she is wrong'd, she is slan. 
der'd, she is undone |! 

Bene. Beat. 

Beat. Princes and counties! Surely, a princely 
testimony, a goodly count-comfect ; a sweet gal- 
lant, surely! O that I were a man for his sake! 
or that I bad any friend would be a man for my 
sake! But manhood is melted into courtesies, 
valour into compliment, and men are only turned 
into tongue, and trim ones too; he is now as 
valiant as Hercules, that only tells a lye, and 
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Act IV. 


zwears it: — I cannot be a man with wishing, 
therefore, I will die a woman with grieving. 

Bene. Tarry, good Beatrice: By this hand, I 
love thee. 

Beat. Use it for my love some other way than 
wearing by it. 

Bene. Think you in your soul, the count 
Claudio hath wrong'd Hero? 

Beat, Yea, as sure as I have a thought, or a 
soul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engag'd, I will challenge 
him; | will kiss your hand, and so leave you: 
By this hand, Claudio shall render me a dear ac- 
count. As you hear of me, so think of me. Go, 
comfort your cousin; I must say she! is dead; and 
$0 farewell. [Exe unt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Doc ßgERRY, VERGES, BoRA- 
CHIO, CoN RAD E, the Town-Clerk, and Sexton in 
gowns. 


Dogb. Is our whole disserably appear'd? 

Verg. O, a stool and eushion for the Sexton ! 
Sexton. Which be the malefactors ? 

Dogb. Marry, that am I and my partner. 
Perg. Nay, that's certain; we have the ex- 


hibition to examine. 


Sexton, But which are the offenders that are to 
be 
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be mind? let them come before master con- 


stable. 


Dogb. Yes, marry, let Wem come beſore me.— | 


What is your name, friend? 

Bora. Borachio. 

Dogb. Pray, write down 
Yours, sirrah ? 

Conr. I am a gentleman, sir, and my name is 
Conrade. 

Dogb. Write down— master geutleman Con— 
rade. — Masters, do you serve God? 

Both. Vea, sir, we hope. 

Dogb. Write down 
serve God: 
fend but God should go before such villains! 
Masters, it 1s proved already that you are little 
better than false kuaves, and it will go near to be 
thought $0 shortly. How answer you for your- 
Selves ? | 

Conr. Marry, sir, we say, we are none 
- Dogb. A marvellous witty fellow, I assure you; 
but I will go about with him. Come you 


that they hope they 


hither, sirrah; a word in your ear, sir; I say to 


you, it is thought you are false knaves. 
Bora. Sir, I say to you, we are none. 
_Dogb. Well, stand aside. 
are both in a tale: 


Have you Writ down 


that they are none? 

Sexton. Master constable, you go not the way 
to examine; you must call the watch that are 
their accusers, 

Dogb. Yea, marry, that's the elles way. — 
Let 


Borachio,m |} 


and write God first; for God de- 


'Fore God, they 


th 
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Let the watch come forth :=——Masters, I charge 
you in the prince's name accuse these men. 


Enter Watchmen. 


1 IPatch. This man said, sir, that Don 8 


the prince's brother, was a villain. 

Dogb. Write down—Prince John a villain ;— 
Why this is flat perjury, to call a Prince's brother 
—villain. 

Bora. Master e 

Dogb. Pray thee, fellow, peace! I do not like 
thy look, promise thee. | 

Seaton. What heard you him say else? 

2 Witch. Marry, that he had receiv'd a thou- 
sand ducats of Don John, for aceusing the lady 
Hero wrougtully, 

Dogb. Flat burglary, as ever was committed. 

Verg. Yea, by the mass, that it is, 

Sexton. What else, fellow? 

L Watch. And that count Claudio did mean, 
upon his words, to disgrace Hero before the whole 


assembly, and not marry her. 


Dogb. O villain ! thou wilt be condemned i into 


| everlasting redemption for this. 


Seaton. What else! 

2 Watch. This is all. 

Seaton. And this is more, masters, than you can 
deny. Prince John is this morning secretly stolen 


away; Hero was in this manner accus'd, in this 


very manner refus'd, and upon the griet of this, 
suddenly dy'd.— Master constable, let these men 
be bound, aud brought to Leonato's; I will go 
betore, and shew him their examination. 


[ Ext, 
Dogb, 
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Dogb. Come, let them be opinion'd, 
Verg. Let them be in band, 
Conr, Off, coxcomb! 


Dogb. God's my life! where's the sexton? let f 


him write down 


the prince's officer, coxcomb. 


Come, bind them: —— Thou naughty varlet! N 


Conr. Away! you are an ass, you are an ass. 


Dogò. Doth thou not suspect my place? Dost 
thou not suspect my years? O that he were here to 
write me down—an ass! — but, masters, remem- 
ber, that I am an ass; though it be not written 


down, yet forget not that I am an ass: No, 


thou villain, thou art full of piety, as shall be | 
proved upon thee by good witness: I am a wise 


fellow; and, which is more, an officer; and, which 
18 more, an householder; and, which is more, as 


pretty a piece of flesh as any in Messina; and one 


that knows the law, go to; and a rich fellow 
enough, go to; and a fellow that hath had losses; 
and one that hath two gowns, and every thing 
handsome about him : Bring bim away. 0, 
that I had been writ down — an ass !—— 


| Exeunt, 


| 


— 
* 2 —_— 


ACT „. SCENE J. 


bs - 


Before Leoxato' s house. Enter Lzoxato and 
ANTONIO. 


Antonio. 


Ir you go on thus, you will kill yourself; 
And 'tis not wisdom, thus to second grief 
Against yourself. 


Leon, 


eon, 
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Leon. I pray thee, cease thy counsel, 
Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve: give not me counsel ; 
Nor let no comforter delight mine ear, 
But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine. 
Bring me a father that so lov'd his child, 
Whose joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine, 
And bid him speak of patience; 
Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it answer every strain for strain; 
As thus for thus, and such a grief for such, 
In every lineament, branch, shape, and form: 
If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard; 


In sorrow wag ! cry hem, when he should groan; 


Patch grief with proverbs ; make misfortune drunk 
With candle-waisters ; bring him yet to me, 
And I of him will gather patience, 

But there is no such man: For, brother, men 
Can counsel, and give comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not ſeel; but tasting it, 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before 
Would give perceptial medicine to rage, 

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread, 
Charm ach with air, and agony with words: 
No, no; 'tis all men's office to speak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow; 
But no man's virtue nor sufficieney 


To be 80 moral, when he shall endure 


The like himself: therefore give me no counsel ; 


My griefs cry louder than advertisement. 


Ant. Therein do men from children nothing differ. 


Leon. I pray thee, peace; I will be flesh and 
| For 


blood; 
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For there was never yet philosopher 
| n=" That could endure the tooth-ach patiently ; 
However they have writ the style of gods, 
And made a pish at chance and sufferance. 

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself; 
Make those, that do offend you, suffer too. 


do So: 


My soul doth tell me, Hero is bely'd: 


And all of them that thus dishonour her. 


Enter Don PEDRO and CLAUDIO. 


hastily. 
Pedro. Good den, good den. 
Claud. Good-day to both of you, 
Leon. Hear you, my lords 
Pedro. We have some haste, Leonato. | 
Leon. Some haste, my lord ?—well, fare you 
well, my lord : 
Are you so hasty now >—well, all is one. 


man. | 
Ant. If he could right himself with quarrelling, 
Some of us would lie low. 
Claud. Who wrongs him? 


Sembler, thou! 
Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword, 
T tear thee not. 
Claud. Marry, beshrew my hand, | 
If it should give your age such cause of fear: 


» > Ir 
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Leon. There thou speak'st reason : nay, I will 


And that shall Claudio know, so shall the prince, 


Ant, Uere comes the prince, and Claudio, 


Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old 


Leon. Marry, thou dost wrong me; thou dis- 


„ "-d 
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In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 
Leon. Fush, tush, man, never fleer and jest at me, 
speak not like a dotard, nor a fool; 
As, under privilege of age to brag 
What I have done being young, or what would do, 
Were I not old « Know, Claudio, to thy head, 
Thou hast so wrong'd my. innocent child and me, 
That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by; 
And, with gray hairs, and bruise of many days, 
Do challenge thee to tryal of a man. 
1 say, thou bat bely'd mine innocent child, 
Thy slander hath gone through and through her 
Leart, 
And she lies bury'd with her ancestors : 
O! in a tomb where scandal never slept, 
Save this of her's, fram'd by thy villany * 
Claud, My villainy ? 
Leon, Thine, Claudio ! thine I say. 
Pedro. You say not right, old man. 
Leon. My lord, my lord, 
PI! prove it on his body, if he dare; 
Despight his nice fence, and bis active practice, 
Ilis may of youth, and bloom ol lustyhood. 
Claud. Away, I will not have to do with you. 


Leon. Canst thou so datie me? Thou hast kill'd 


my child; 
If thou kill'st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man, 
Ant. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed: 


But that's no matter; let him kill one first 
Win me and wear me,—let him answer me 


Come, follow me, boy; come, boy, follow me; 
Sir boy, I'll whip you from your foining fence ; 


thay, as I am a gentleman, I will, | 
2 1 Leon. 
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Leon. Brother 


Ant. Content yourself: God knows, I lov'd my E 


niece ; 
And She is dead, slander'd to death by villains, 
That dare as well answer a man, indeed, 
As I dare take a serpent by the tongue: 
Boys, apes, braggarts, jacks, milksops— 


Leon. Brother Anthony 


Ant, Hold you. content; What, man? I know f 


them, yea, 

And what they weigh, even to the utmost scruple: 
Scambling, out-faciug, fashion-mong'ring boys, 
That lye, and cog, and flout, deprave, and slander, 
Go antickly, and show outward hideousness, 
And speak off half a dozen dangerous words, 
How they might hurt their enemies if they'd durst— 
And this 1s all. 

Leon, But, brother 1 

Ant. Come, 'tis no matter; 
Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. | 

Pedro. Gentlemen both, we will not wake your 

patlence. | | 

My heart is sorry for your daughter's death 
But on my honour, she was charg'd with nothing 
But what was true, and very full of proof. 

Leon. My lord, my lord 

Pedro. I will not hear you. 

Leon. No! 
Come, brother, away —1 will be heard 

Ant. And shall, | 
Or some of us will smart for it. [Exeunt ambo, 
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Enter BENEDICK. 


Pedro. See, see, 
Here comes the man we went to seek. 
Claud. Now, signior! 
What news ? 
Bene, Good day, my lord. 
Pedro. Welcome, signior: 
You are almost come to part almost a fray. 
Claud, We had like to have had our two noses 
snapt off with two old men without teeth. 
Pedro. Leonato and his brother: What think'st 
thou? had we fought, I doubt, we should have 
been too young for them. | 
Bene. In a false quarrel there 1s no true valour: 
I came to seek you both. 
Claud. We have been up and down to seek thee; 


for we are high- proof melancholy, and would fain 


have it beaten away: Wilt thou use thy wit? 

Bene. It is in my scabbard; shall I draw it ? 
Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side? 
Claud. Never any did so, though very many 


have been beside their wit,—1 will bid thee draw, 


as we do the minstrels; draw, to pleasure us. 
Pedro. As Jam an honest man, he looks pale: 
Art thou sick, or angry? 


Claud. What! courage, man! What though 


care kill'd a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee 
to kill care. 
Bene. Sir, I shail meet your wit in the career, 


if you charge it against! me ;—] pray you, choose 


Chud. 


another subject. 
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Claud. Nay, then give him another staff: this 
last was broke eross. 

Pedro. By this light, he changes more and 
more; I think he be augry indeed, 

Claud. If he be, he knows how to turn his girdle, 

Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear ? 

Cluud. God bless me from a challenge! 

Bene. You are a villain ;—T jest not :— will 
make 1t good how you dare, with what you dare, 
and when you dare: Do me right, or 1 will 
protest your cowardice, You have kill'd a sweet 
lady, and her death shall fall heavy on you ;j>— 

Let me hear from you. 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so I may have 
good cheer, 

Pedro. What, a feast ! a feast ! 

Claud. Pfaith, I thank him; he hath bid me to 
a calve's head and a capon; the which if 1 do not 
carve most curiously, say my knife's naught, 
Shall I not find a woodcock too? 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well; It goes easily. 
Pedro. VII tell thee, how Beatrice prais'd thy 
wit the other day: I said, thou had'st a fine wit; 
True,“ says she, © a fine little one 3” © No,” said 
IJ.“ a great wit ;” © Right,” said she, a great 
gross one ;” #« Nay,” said I, © a good wit ;” 
6 Just,” Said She, it hurts nobody ye” 6 Nay,” | 
Said I, „ the gentleman is wise;“ Certain,“ 
said she, „a wise gentleman;”? “ Nay,” said I, 


„% he hath the tongues ;” © That 1 believe,” said 


she,“ for he swore a thing to me on Mouday 
night, which he foreswore on Tuesday morning z 
there's a double tongue, there's two tongues. 

Thus 
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Thus did she, an hour together, transhape thy par- 
5 5 8 5 b 


ticular virtues; yet, at last, she concluded with a 
sigh, thou wast the properest man in Italy. 

Claud. For the which she wept heartily, and 
said, She car'd not. 

Pedro. Vea, that she did; but yet, for all that, 
an if she did not hate him deadly, she would love 
him dearly; the old man's daughter told us all. 

Claud. All, all; and moreover; ** God saw him 
when he was hid in the garden.” 

Pedro. But when shall we set the savage bull's 
horns on the sensible Benedick's head? 

Claud. Yea, and text uuderneath, © Here dwells 
Benedick the married man?” 

Bene. Fare you well, boy; you know my mind; 
I will leave you now to your gossip-like humour: 
you break jests as braggarts do their blades, which, 
God be thanked, hurt not. My lord, for your 
many courtesies I thank you; I must discontinue 
your company : your brother, the bastard, is fled 
from Messina ; you have, among you, kill'd a sweet 
and innocent lady: For my lord lack-beard there, 
he and I shall meet; and till then, peace be with 
him! [ Exit BENE DICK. 

Pedro. He is in earnest. 


Claud. In most profound earnest; and, I'll war- 


rant you, for the love of Beatrice. 

Pedro. And hath challeng'd thee ? 

Claud. Most sincerely. 

Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when he 
L in his doublet and hose, and leaves off his 
wit! 
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Enter Dod BERRY, VERGEs, CONRADE, and Bo- 
RACHIO, guarded, 


Claud. He is then a giant to an ape: but then 
is an ape a doctor to such a man. 

Pedro. But, soft you, let be; pluck up my heart, 
and be sad: Did he not say, my brother was ed? 
Dogb. Come, you, sir; if justice cannot tame 
you, she shall ne'er weigh more reasons in her ba- 
lauce: nay, an you be a cursing hypocrite once, 
you must be look'd to. 

Pedro. How, now, two of my brocher s men 
bound! Borachio, one! 

Claud. Hearken aſter their offence, my lord! 

Pedro. Officers, what offence have these men 
done? 

Dogb. Marry, sir, they have committed false 
report; moreover, they have spoken untruths; 
Secondarily, they are slanders; sixth and lastly, 
they have belv'd a lady; thirdly, they have vert- 


knaves. 
Pedra. First I ask thee what they have done ? 


lastly, why they are committed? and, to conclude, 
what you lay to their charge ? 

Claud. Rightly reason'd, and in his own divi— 
Sion ; and, by my troth, there's one meaning well 
suited. 

Pedro. Whom have you offended, masters, that 
you are thus bound to your answer? this learned 
constable is too cunuing to be understood; what's 
your offence ? 


Bara. 


fy'd unjust things; aud, to conclude, chey a are lying 


thirdly, I ask thee what's their offence? sixth and 
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Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no ſurther to 
mine answer; do you hear me, and let this Count 
kill me. I have deceived even your very eyes : 
what your wisdoms could not discover, these sbal- 
low fools have brought to light; who, in the night, 
overhcard me confessing to this man, how Don 
John your brother inceas'd ine to slander the lady 


Hero; how you were brought into the orchard, and | 


saw me court Margaret in Hero's garments ; how 


I you disgrac'd her, when you Should marry her; 


my villany they have upon record; which I had 
rather seal with my death, than repeat over to my 
shame: the lady is dead upon mine and my mas» 
ter's false accusation : and briefly, 1 desire nothing 
but the reward of a villain, 

Pedro. Runs not this speech like 8 through 

your blood? 

Claud. I have drunk poison, whiles he ute 

ter'd it, 

Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this? 

Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice 
of it. 

Pedro. He is compos'd and fram'd of trea— 

cliery = | 
And fled he is upon this villany. 

Claud. Sweet Hero! now thy image doth appear 
In the rare semblance that 1 lov'd it first. 

Dogb. Come, bring away the plaintitts ; by this 
time our Sexton hath retorm'd siguior Leonato of 
the matter: And masters, do not forget to specify, 
when time and place shall serve, that I am an ass. 

Verg. Here, here comes master signior Leonato, 


and the sexton too. 
| Re-enter 
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88 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING, Act. 
Re-enter LEO NATO and ANTONIO, with the Sexton, 


Leon. Which is the villain? Let me see his eyes; 
That when 1 note another man like him, 

I may avoid him: which of these is he? 

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look 

on me. 

Leon. Art thou the 0 that with thy breath 

hast kill d 
Mine innocent child? 

Bora, Yea, even I alone. 

Leon. No, not $0 villain; thou bely'st thyself; 
Here stand a pair of honourable men, 

A tbird is fled, that bad a hand in it 

I thank you, princes, for my daughter's death ; 
Record 1t with your high and worthy deeds ; 
"I'was bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience, 
Yet I must speak: Choose your revenge yourself; 
Impose me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin: yet sinn'd I not, 

But in mistaking. 

Pedro, By my soul, nor I; 

And vet. to satisfy this good old man, 
J would bend under any heavy weight 
That he'll enjoin me to. 

Leon I cannot bid you bid my daughter live, 
That were impossible; but, I pray you both, 
Possess the people in Messina here 
How innocent she dy'd: and, if your love 
Can labour aught in sad invention, 

Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb, 
And sing it to her bones: — it to-night 4 


l v-morrow 


«+ 
2 
2 
„ 
72 
_ 
—— 
. DE”! 
3 
"_ 
R 
7 
9921 
1 
* i 
465 by. 
1 
Wo 
b * 
N 
bs » © 
2 5 
2 
vo”, 
1 
3 4 
7 : 
: 


AY — — . — aY 


e, 
If; 


row 


Act V. Much aD0 aBOUT NOTHING. 89 


To-morrow morning come you to my house; 
And siuce you could not be my son in— Jaw, 

e yet my nephew: my brother bath.a daughter, 
Almost the copy of my child that's dead, 
And she alone is heir to both of us; 
Give her the right you should have given her 

cousin, 

And so dies my revenge. 

Claud. O noble sir, 
Your over-kindness doth wring tears from me! 
do embrace your offer; and dispose, 
For henceſorth, of poor Claudio. 

Leon. To-morrow then I will OO your 

coming ; 

To-night I take my leave. This naughty man 
Shall face to face be brought to Margaret, 
Who, I believe, was pack'd in all this wrong, 
Hir'd to it by your brother. 

Bora. No, by my soul, she was not; 
Nor knew not what she did, when she poke to me; 
But always hath been just and virtuous, 
In any thing that I do know by her. 
Dogb. Moreover, sir, (which, indeed, is not 
under white and black), this plaintiff here, the 
offender, did call me Ass: I beseech you, let it be 
remembered in his punishmeut: And also, the 
watch heard them talk of one Defurmed : they 
Say, he wears a key in his ear, and a lock hanging 
by it ; and borrows money in God's name; the 
which he hath us'd so long, and never paid, that 
now men grow heard-hearted, and will lend nothing 
for God's sake: Pray you, examine him pon that 
point. 

Leon. 
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Leon. [ thank thee for thy care and honest 
pains. 

Dogb. Your worship Speaks like a most thank- 
ful and reverend youth; and I praise God for you, 

Leon. There's for thy pains. 

Dogb. God save the foundation! 

Leon. Go, I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and 


I thank thee, 


Dogb. I leave an errant knave with your wor- 
Ship; which, I beseech your worship, to correct 
yourself, for the example of others. God keep 
your worship; I wish your worship well; God 
restore you to health : I humbly give you leave to 
depart; and if a merry meeting may be wisb'd, 
God prohibit it !——Come, neighbour. [Exeunt. 

Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewell. 

Ant. Farewell, my lords; we look for you to- 

morrow. | 

Pedro. We will not fail. 

Claud. To-night I'll mourn with Hero. 

Leon. Bring you these fellows on; we'll talk 

with Margaret, 


How her acquaintance grew with this lewd fellow. 
E reunt scverall} Yo. 


SCENE II. 


A room in LEoxnaTo's house, Enter BENEDICK, 


and MARGARET, mecting. 


Bene. Pray thee, sweet mistress Margaret, de- 
Serve well at my hands, by ben me to the 
speech of Beatiice, 

Marg. 


8 


II 


even road of a blank verse, why, they were never 
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Marg. Will you then write me a sonnet in praise 
of my beauty! 

Bene. In so high a style, Margaret, that no man 
living shall come over it; for, in most comely 
truth, thou deservest it. | 

Marg. Lo have no man come over me? why, 
Shall ! always keep below stairs? 


Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's 


montb, it catches. 


Marg. Aud your's as blunt as the fencer's foils 


which hit, but hurt not. 

Bene. & most manly wit, Margaret. it will not 
hurt a woman; and so, I pray ines, call Beatrice; 
I give thee the bucklers. 

Marg. Give us the en we have bucklers of 
our own. 

Bene. If you use them, Margaret, you must put 


in the pikes with a vice; and they are dangerous 


weapons for maids, 
Marg. Well, ] will call Beatrice to you, who I 
think bath legs. [ Exit MARGARET. 
Bene, And therefore will come. Sings. 


The god of love 
Fiat sits above, 
And knows me, and knows me, 


How pitiful I deserve 


I mean in singing; but in loving, Leander the good 
swimmer, Proilus the first employer of pandars, 


and a whole book full of these quondam carpet- 
mongers, whose names yet run smoothly in the 
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so truly turn'd over and over, as my poor self, in MY f 
love: Marry, I cannot shew 1t in rhyme; 1 have A ! 
try'd; | can find out no rhyme to /ady but baby, au 

innocent rhyme; tor scorn, horn, a hard ry me; 4 
lor sc/hool, fool, a babbling rhyme; very ominous TJ 

endings : No, I was not porn under a rhyming = $ 
planet, for I cannot woo in festival terms, —— 5 


Euter Drarnter. 


Sweet Beatrice, would'st thou come when J call In 


thee ? Ji 
Beat. Yea, signior, and depart when you bid me. 
Bene. O, stay but till then! Ji 


Beat. Then, is spoken; fare you well now:— An 
and yet, ere I go, let me go with that 1 came for, Js 
winch is, with knowing what hath past between Ir. 
vou and Claudio; | 

Bene. Only foul words; and therefore I will | 
kiss thee. a 

Beat. Foul words are but foul wind, and fou! J d 
wind is but foul breath, and foul breath is noisoimt; f. 
therefore I will depart unkiss'd. | 5 

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of its 1. 
right sense, so forcible is thy wit: But, I must tel! n. 
thee plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge; and y. 
either I must shortly hear from him, or | will sub— 
scribe him a coward. And, I pray thee now, tel! 
me, for which of my bad parts didst thou first fall 
in love with me? 

Beat. For them all together; which maintain'd J v 
50 politic a state of evil, that they will not admit 
any good part to intermingle with them, But 
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Act J 


for which of my good parts did you first suffer love 
tor me? 


Bene. © Suffer love!” a cc epithet: 1 do suffer 


love, indeed, for I love thee a; gainst my will, 


Beat. In spight of your beart, I think ; alas! 
poor heart! If you spight it for my sake, 1 will 
Spight it for yours; for 1 will never love that, 
which my friend hates. 

Bene. Thou and | are tov wise to woo peaceably. 

Beat. It appears not in this confession ; there's 
not one wise man among twenty, that will praise 
himself. 

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that 
livd in the time of good neighbours; if a man do 
not erect in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he 


shall live no longer in monument than the bell 


rings, and the widow weeps. 

Beat. And low long 1s that, think you ? 

Bene, Question; Why, an hour in clamour, 
and a quarter in rheum: Therefore it is most expe- 
dient tor the wise (if Don Worm, his conscience, 
find no impediment to the contrary), to be the trum- 
pet of his own virtues, as I am to myself: So much 
for praising inyselt (who, I myself will bear wit- 
ness is pretseworthy) ; and now tell me, how doth 
your cousin? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Bene. And how do you? 

Beat. Very 1! too. 

Bene. Serve God, I6ve me, and mend: there 
will I leave you too, for here comes oue in haste. 


Enter 
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Enter URSULA. 


Urs. Madam, you must come to your uncle; 
yonder's old coil at home: it is proved, my lady ; 
Hero hath been falsely accus'd, the prince aud J 
Claudio mightily abus'd; and Don John is the 
author of all, who 1s fled and gone: : Will you come 


presently? 
Beat, Will you go hear this news, signior? 


Bene. I will live in thy heart, die in thy lap, 
and be bury'd in thy eyes; and, moreover, I will 
go with thee to = uncle, [Exeunt, | 


K " 
— 


ScENE III. 


Attendants, with music and tapers. 


Clad. Is this the monument of Leonato ? 
Atten. It 1s, my lord. 


CLAUDIO reads. 


Done to death by slanderous tongues 
Was the Hero, that here lies: 
Death, in guerdon of her wrongs, 
Gives her fame which never dies: 
So the life, that dy*d with shame, 
Lives in death with glorious fame, 


Hang thou there upon the tomb, 
Praising her when I am dumb. 


Now music sound, and sing your solemn bymn. 


SONG. 


P 
GEE « n 5 
CSE ER * . 


A church. Enter Don PRDRO, CLAUDIO, and 


— pron 
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de: -Þ SONG. 
ady Pardon, Goddes of the night, 
aud Those that slew thy virgin knight 3 
the For the which, with songs of woe, 
"Me 2} Round about het tomb tie: go. 

] Midnight, assist our moan $ 

| Help us to sigh and groan, 
lap, Heavily, heavily : 
will Graves, yawn and yield your dead, 
unt. Till death be Referee, 


Heavily, heavily ! 


Claud. Now, unto thy bones brot alcht! 
Year ly, will I do this rite. 
Pedro. Good-morrow, masters; put your torches 
and out: 
The wolves have prey'd; and look, the gentle day 
Beſute tho wheels of 8 rannd about | 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of grey: 
Thanks to you all, and leave us; fare you well. 
Claud, Good-morrow, masters; each his several 
WAY. 
Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other 
weeds; . 
And then to Leonato's we will go. 
Claud. And Hymen now with luckier issue 
speeds, 
Than this, for whom we render'd up this woe! 
* veunt, 
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SCENE IV. 


LroxvAro's house, Enter LON ATO, BENEDICK, 
ManGARET, URSULA, Ax ron 10, Friar, and 
IIERO. 


Frigr. Did not I tell you she was innocent ? 
Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who ac- 
cus'd her, 
. Upon the error that you heard debated: 
2 But Margaret was in some fault for this; 
3 Although against her will, as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 
Ant. Well, I am glad that all things sort so well, 
Bene. And so am 1, being else by faith enforc'd 
To call young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 
Leon. W ell, daughter, and you gentlewomen all, 
Withdraw into a e by vourselves; 
And, when I send ſor you, come hither mask'd; 
The prince and Claudio promis'd by this hour 
To visit me :—You know your office, brother; 
You must be father to your brother's daughter, 
And give her to young Claudio. [Exzeunt Ladies. 
Ant. Which I will do with confirm'd counte- 
nance. 
Bene, Friar, I must entreat your pains, I think, 
Frur, To do what, s1gnior ? 
Bene, To bind me, or undo me, one of them.— 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior, 
Your niece regards me with an eye of favour. 
Leon. That eye my daughter lent her; tis most 
true. 


Bene. 
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Bene, And I do with an eye of love requite her. 
Leon. Ihe sight whereof, I think, you had 
from me, | 


From Claudio and the prince; But what's your will? 


Bene. Your answer, sir, is enigmatical : 


But, for my will, my will is, your good will 
4 May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin'd 
IIa the estate of honourable marriage; 


In which, good friar, I shall desire your help. 
Leon. My heart is with your liking. 
Frur. Aud my help. 


Here comes the prince and Claudio. 


Enter Don Pero and CLAUDIO, with Attendants, 


Pedro. Good-morrow to this fair assembly, 
Leon, Good morrow, prince; good-morrow, 
Claudio; | 

We here attend you ; are you yet determined. 

To day to marry with my brother's daughter; 
Claud. I'll hold my mind, were she an Ethiope. 
Leon. Call her forth, brother, here's the friar 

ready. [Exit Ax TONI. 
Pedro. Good-morrow, Benedick : Why, what's 

the matter, 


That you have such a February hos. 


So full of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ? 
Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage 
bull: 
Tush, fear not, man, we'll tip thy hors with gold, 
And all Europa Shall rejoice at thee; 
As once Europa did at lusty Jove, 
When he would play the noble beast in love, | 
18 Bene. 


s 
3 Py 
4 F  * 
* 

1 
* * 
2 
"3 

3 
h « 
- 

bd 
7 
2 San 
2 
+ 
"IP 
- 
b. 

_ 
1 
2A 

17 . 
E. 
. 
1295 
14 
-F 
48 

* 
"x 

"+ 

C 

. 

7 

> 

"48 

2 


9 8 
s 8 = 
EE 5 
7 o 


Cos 


* «V1 
te 


iy Rey — 
e 
> 1 1 


9 333 
1 


e 


98 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. Act . N 4 


— 


Bene. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low; 


And some such strange bull leapt your father's 4 


cow, 5 
And got a calf in that same noble feat, + 
Much like to you, for you have just his bleat, £ 
Re-enter AxToON10, with Hero, BraTRICE, Mar. © 
GARET, and URSULA, mask'd. 1 


Claud. For this I owe . here come other ! 
reck*nings. 

Which is the lady I must seize upon? 
Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her. 
Claud. Why then she's mine: Sweet, let me see 

your face. ' 
Leon. No, that you shall not, til you take ber - 
hand 

Before this friar, and swear to marry her. 

Claud. Give me your hand before this holy friar ; 

Jam your husband, if you like of me. 

Hero. And when 1 liv'd, I was Fyour other wife : 
[Unmasking, 
And when you lov' d, you were my other husband. 
Claud. Another Hero! 
Hero. Nothing certainer. 
One Hero dy'd defil'd; but I do live, 
And, surely as I live, I am a maid. 
Pedro. The former IIlero! Hero, that is dead! 
Leon. She dy'd, my lord, but whiles ber slander 
liv'd. 
Friar. All this amazement can I qualiſy ; 
When, after that the holy rites are ended, 
Il tell you largely of fair IIero's death: 
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Mean time let wonder seem familiar, 
And to the chapel let us presently. - 
Bene. Soft and fair, friar.— Which is Beatrice; 
Beat. I answer to that name; What is your 
will? I[nmasſcing. 
Jene. Do not you love me? | 
Beat. Why, no, no more than reason, 
Bene. Why then your 8 25 and the prince, and 
Claudio 
Have been deceived; for they swore you did. 
Beat. Do not you love me? 
Bene. Troth, no, no more than reason. 
Beat. Why, then, my counln, - Margaret, and 
Ursula, 
Are much deceiv'd; for they did swear you did. 
Bene, They swore, that you were almost sick 
for me. 
Beat. They swore, that you were met nigh dead 
for me. 
Bene, "Tis no such matter hn; you do 
not love me? 
Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 
Leon, Come, cousin, I am sure you love the 
gentleman. | 
Claud. And Flt be sworn upon't, that he loves 
her; 
For here's a paper, written in his hand, 
A halting sonnet of his own pure brain, 
Fashion'd to Beatrice, 
Hero. And here' E another, 
Yrit in my cousin's hand, stolen from her pocket, 
Containing her affec tion unto Benedick, : 
Lene, A miracle! here's our own hands against 
| our 
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our hearts! Come, I will have thee; but, by 
this light, 1 take thee for pity. 

Beat. 1 would not deny you ;—but, by this good 
day, I yield upon great persuasion; and, partly, 
to save your life, for I was told, you were in a con- 

sumption. 
Bene. Peace, I will stop your mouth. 
Kissing her, 
Pedro. Ilow dost thou, Benedick, the married 
man? ö 

Bene. I'll tell thee what, prince; a college of 
wit-crackers cannot flout me out of my humour : 
Dost thou think, I care for a satire, or an epi- 
gram? No: if a man will be beaten with brains, 
he shall wear nothing handsome about him : In 
brief, since 1 do purpose to marry, I will think 
nothing to any purpose chat the world can say 
against it; and therefore never flout at me for 
what J have said against it; for man is a giddy 
thing, and this is my conclusion. For thy 
part, Claudio, I did think to have beaten thee; 
but in that thou art like to be my kinawan, live 
unbruis'd, and love my cousin. 

Claud. 1 had well hoped, thou would'st have 


denied Beatrice, that 1 might have cudgell'd thee 


out of thy single life, to make thee a double- 
dealer; which, out of question, thou wilt be, if 
my cousin do not look exceeding cones Þ to 
-thee..- 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends: let's 
have a dance ere we are marry'd, that we may 
lighten our own hearts, and our wives' heels, 
Leon. We'll bave dancing afterwards, 


Bene, 
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Bene. First, o' my word; therefore, play, mu- 
siek. — Prince, thou art sad; get thee a wife, get 
thee a wife! there is no staff more reverend than 
one tipt with horn. | 


Enter Messenger. 


Mess. My lord, your brother John is ta'en in 
flight, 
And brought with armed men back to Messina. 
Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow : Ill 
devise thee brave punishments for him.—Strike 
ap, Pipers, Dance. | Exeunt omnes. 


THF, END, 


W. Pople, Printer, b7, Chancery-Lane, | 
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